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preface. 


Mn£M  HE    FIELD    FROM    WHICH    TO 

3rpB  PREPARE  A  WORK  OF  RELIG- 

w  w  IOUS  SONGS  WAS   NEVER   SO 

£{    -*■    JJ  PROLIFIC    AS    AT    THE    PRES- 

t(nt(H  ENT  TIME 


VOICES  OF  PRAISE,  WAS  PRE- 
PARED ONLY  AFTER  A  BROAD  AND  PAINS- 
TAKING CANVASS  HAD  BEEN  MADE  OF  THE 
BEST  MATERIAL  AVAILABLE. 

WE  CONGRATULATE  THE  PUBLIC 
UPON  THE  OPPORTUNITY  WHICH  THIS 
BOOK  AFFORDS  OF  OBTAINING  SO  VALU- 
ABLE A  COLLECTION. 

WE  HOPE  THAT  THE  SPIRIT  OF 
PRAISE  WILL  REST  UPON  ALL  WHOSE 
VOICES  SHALL  ENGAGE  IN  SINGING 
THESE  INSPIRING  SONGS. 

THE  COMPILERS. 


IDcxcce  of  (braise. 


No.  1. 


John  J.  McLaurln. 


The  Offering. 
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Thee,  for  Thee; 

Thee,  for  Thee, 

Thee,  for  Thee; 

Thee,  for  Thee, 

Thee,  for  Thee; 


1.  Lord,  take    my    all,- 

2.  Dare       I       re  -  fuse 

3.  Would    I     had  more, 

4.  By      grace    di  -  vine, 

5.  Lord,  here  am     I, 


-  The     gift     is  small  For 

My      life     to    use  For 

Earth's  rich  -  est  store,  For 

Seal    what    is  mine  For 

To      live     or   die  For 
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What  hast  Thou  done,      0    bless  -  ed    One,  For  me, 

Who  shed    Thy  blood,     A  cleans  -  ing  flood,  For  me, 

Thy    love     has    met       A  bound  -  less  debt,  For  me, 

Who    suf  -  fered  loss,    And  bore     the  cross,  For  me, 

Thy     sac  -    ri  -  flee      Has  paid      the  price  For  me, 


for  me! 

for  me? 

for  me; 

for  me; 

for  me; 
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for  me! 

for  me? 

for  me. 

for  me. 

for  me. 


What  hast  Thou  done,    0     bless  -  ed  One,  For  me, 

Who  shed    Thy  blood,    A    cleans  -  ing  flood,  For  me, 

Thy    love    has    met      A    bound  -  less  debt,  For  me, 

Who    suf  -  fered  loss,  And   bore     the  cross,  For  me, 

Thy    sac    -  ri  -  flee    Has    paid     the  price  For  me, 
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No.  2.        Tell  the  Promises  Over  to  Me. 


Jessie  Brown  Pounds. 
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1.  When  the  bur  -  den  is  heav  -  y   and  cour-age  is  faint,  Tell  the  prom-is -es 

2.  When  the  temp-ter  is  press-ing,  and  threatens  my  soul,  Tell  the  prom-is -es 

3.  When  the  shad-ows  are  fall  -  ing  and  partings  are  near  Tell  the  prom-is  -  es 
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o  -  ver  to  me;  Their  sweet  ben-e  -  die  -  tion  will  hush  my  complaint;  Tell  the 
o  -  ver  to  me;  The  might  of  my  Mas  -  ter  hie  pow'r  can  con-trol,  Tell  the 
o  -  ver  to  me;  Their  com-fort  will  ban  -  ish  life's  ut  -  ter-most  fear,  Tell  the 


E333W3 


^EZft 


fcj^^fz^r-g— g-f 


t2=f=tZZZtZ=fc=^ 


fc=# 


wm 


V=tt 


Chorus. 
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prom  -  is  -  es  o  -  ver  to    me.     Tell  the  prom-is  -  es   o  -  ver  to  me, 

o  -  ver  to  me, 
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Tell  the  prom  -  is  -  es  o  -  ver   to     me, I  need  their  strong  stay  for  the 

to   me, 
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o   -  ver  to    me. 
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cares     of  the  day,  Tell  the  prom  -  is  -  es     o  -  ver     to 
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No.  3. 

W.  B.  O. 


0  Praise  the  Lord! 


copyright,  1909,  by  w.  b   rose,  agent.       William  B.  Olmstead. 
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1.  Praise  Him,  all    ye  hosts  of  heav-en,  God    the  King  of  glo  -  ry  praise; 

2.  Christ  has  purchased  our  re-demp-tion         By    His  death  up  -  on  the  tree; 

3.  He     has  now  toheav'nas-cend-ed,        There  our  Ad  -  vo-cate  to    be; 
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Let  us  give  Him  ad  -  o  -  ra-tion,  Tune-ful  hearts  and  voi-ces  raise. 
We  Bhould  praise  Him,  give  Him  glo-ry,  For  sal  -  va-tion full  and  free. 
Soon  He '11  come  in  clouds  of  glo-  ry,  And  His  beau-ty  we  shall         see. 
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0  praise  the     Lord,     .      .     .     and  bless  His     name!     .     .      .        Let    it 

0    praise  the  Lord,  and    bless  His  name! 
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ech  -  o         loud  and      long;    Sing  Hal-le  -  lu  -  jahl  shout  for 

Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah! 
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joy!    ....  Praise  His   name     ingrate-ful     song.    . 

0  shout    for  joy!  for  -  ev   -  er-more 
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The  Wonderful  Story. 
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1.  0      sweet    is  the  sto-ry  of    Je-sus,  The    won  -  der-ful  Sav-ior  of     men, 

2.  He    came  from  the  brightest  of  glo-ry;  His    blood  as    a  ran-som  He    gave, 

3.  His    mer  -  cyflowsonlike  a    riv-er;  His     love    is  unmeasured  and  free; 
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Who  suf  -  fered  and  died  for  the  sin-ner,— I'll  tell      it    a-gainand  a  -  gain! 

To      pur  -  chase  e  -  ter-nal  redemption;  And,  0        He  is  mighty    to  savel 

His     grace    is  for-ev-er  suf-fi-cient,  It    reach -es  and  pu  -  ri  -  ties  me. 
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won       -       der-ful,  wonderful  sto     -      ry,      The    dear       -      est  that 

won-der-ful  sto  ry,  0     won-der-f ul  sto  -  ry.  The    dear-est  that  ev- 
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told;     .      .    I'll  re-peat  it    in     glo       -       ry,  The  wonderful 

ev  -  er   was  told;  I'll     re -peat   it      in    glo  -  ry.  The 
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ry,      Where  I    .  shall  His  beau-ty    be  -  hold.     . 

sto  -ry,  Where    I    shall  His  beau     -       -      ty,  His  beau-ty    be  -  hold. 
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No.  5. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 
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All  Glory  be  Thine. 
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Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


1.  Thou  on  -  ly    art    ho  -  ly,    Thou   on  -  ly  the  Lord;  Truth,  mer-cy  and 

2.  Thou  on  -  ly    art   ho  -  ly,      In   Thee  is  our  trust;  Thy  laws  are  un- 

3.  Thou  on  -  ly   art    ho  -  ly,    The    an  -  gels  in  light  With  prophets  and 
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judg-ment  Shine  forth  in  Thy  word.  Thou  rul  -  est  and  reign-est, 
changing,  Thy  stat-utes  are  just.  All  na-tions  and  peo  -  pie 
mar-tyrs  Their     an-thems  u  -  nite.      Thou    on  -  ly     art  ho  -  ly, 
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All     oth-ers  a  -  bove;    Thy  throne  is  e  -  ter  -  nal,   Thy  scep-tre  is  love. 
Be -fore  Thee  shall  fall;  The  Fath-er,  Re-deem-er,  And  Sav-ior  of  all. 
0     An-cient  of  days;   The  boundless  ere  -  a-tion  Is  filled  with  Thy  praise. 
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Chorus. 
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Thy   throne     is       e   -    ter  -  nal,       Thy     king-dom  di    -    vine; 
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er     All       glo    -    ry       be       Thine. 
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Ghrist  at  the  Door. 
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1.  Be-hold,  a  Stran-ger  at    the  door!   He  gen-tly  knocks,  has  knocked  before; 
2.0     love-ly     at  -  ti-tude!  He  stands  With  melting  heart  and  la  -  den  hands; 

3.  But  will  He  prove  a  Friend  in-deed?  He  will— the  ver  -  y  Friend  you  need; 

4.  Ad-mitHim  ere  His  an  -  ger  burn— His  feet,    de-part-ed,  ne'er  re  -turn; 
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Has  wait- ed  long,  is  wait- ing  still;  You  treat  no  oth  -  er  friend  so    ill. 

0    matchless  kindness!  and  He  shows  This  matchless  kindness  to   His  foes. 

The  Friend  of  sin-ners?  yes,  'tis  He,  With  garments  dyed  on  Cal-va-ry. 

Ad  -  mit  Him,  or   the  hour's  at  hand  You'll  at  His  door  re  -  ject  -  ed  stand. 
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He  is  knock -ing,  gen-tly  knock-ing,  He    is 

He    ia  knock-ing,  gen-tly  knock-ing,  He     is  knock-ing,  gen-tly  knock-ing,  He      is 


S£ 


ITTTT 


£ 


S 


£=£ 


t 


$ 


& 


V 


™  1    .  I  9         -<•-       -A- 


!i: 


-b- 


t 


1/  1/  t 

knock 
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'Tis  Je-sus  knocking 


ing  at  your   door;    . 

knocking,  gen  -  tly  knocking  at     your    door,       at  your  door; 'Tis  Je-sus  knocking,  knocking, 
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gen-tly  at  your  door, —  Why  will         you  have  Him  turn  a-way? 

gen  -  tly   at   your  door.  He   is  knocking,— Why  will,  why  will  you  have  Him  turn   a  -  way? 
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The  Castern  Gate. 

Ezekiel  43:  1,  2. 
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Arr.  by  I.  G.  Martin. 


m^ 


& 


* 


5 


1.  I        will  meet  you  in  the  morn-ing,   Just    in -side  the  East-era  Gate; 

2.  If       youhast-en    off  to     glo  -  ry,     Lin  -ger  near  the  East-em  Gate; 

3.  Keep  your  lamps  all  trimmed  and  burning;  For  the  Bridegroom  watch  and  wait; 

4.  0       the  joy    of  that  glad  meet  -  ing    With  the  saints  who  for  us  wait! 
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Then    be  read  -  y,  faith-ful    pil  -  grim,  Lest  with  you   it    be    too  late. 

For    I'm  com-ing   in     the  morn -ing,  So  you'll  not  have  long  to    wait. 

He'll    be  with  us    at    the  meet -ing,  Just     in-side  the  East-era  Gate. 

What    a  bless  -  ed,  hap  -py  greet  -  ing,  Just     in  -  side  the  East-ern  Gatel 
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I    will  meet  you,                          I  will  meet  you,                      Just    in- 

in    the  morn-ing,  .              in    the  morn-ing, 
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side  the  East-era  Gate,  o  -  ver  there;    I  will  meet  you,  I    will 

in    the  morn-ing, 
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meet  you, '  I    will  meet  you  in    the  morning    o-  ver  there. 

.in    the  morn-ing, 
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Keep  on  the  Sunny  Side  of  Life. 


Ada  Blenkhorn. 
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1.  There's  a    dark    and  a  troubled  side    oi     life,  There's  a  bright  and  a 

2.  Tho'    the  storm    in  its   fu  -  ry  break  to  -  day,  Crush-ing  hopes  that  we 

3.  Let       us  greet  with  a  song  of  hope  each  day,    Tho'  the  mo-ments  be 
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sun-ny  side,  too;  Tho' we  meet  with  the  dark-ness  and  strife,  The 
cherished  so  dear;  Storm  and  cloud  will  in  time  pass  a  -  way,  The 
cloud-y     or    fair;    Let    us  trust    in   ourSav  -  ior    al  -   way,      Who 


0±^±^^^~-f^jp=^=4 


gfe^EE 


*=^ 


f 


ta=£=ft-rv-fr 


Chorus 


Y  P    *_i_ 


S^ 


h  fc  r>  R- 


5=^S 


S3±S±S 


sun  -  ny  side  we  al  -  so  may  view, 
sun  again  will  shine  bright  and  clear, 
keep-eth  ev-'ryone   in   His  care. 
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Keep  on  the  sunny  side,  Always  on  the 
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sun-ny  side,  Keep  on    the  sun-ny    side    of   life;    It  will  help  us  ev'ry  day, 
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It    will  brighten  all    the  way,  If     we  keep  on 
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the  sun-ny  side   of  life. 
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I  Will  Not  forget  Thee. 
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1.  Sweet  is  the  prom-ise  "I  will  not  for-get  thee, "Nothing  can  mo-lest  or 

2.  Trust-ing  the  prom-ise  "I  will  not  for-get  thee, "Onward  will  I    go  with 

3.  When  at  the  gold-en  por-tals  I  am  stand-ing,  All  my  trib-u-la-tions, 
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turn  my  soul  a  -  way;  E'en  tho'  the  night  be  dark  with-in  the  val  -ley, 
songs  of  joy  and  love,  Tho'  earth  de-spise  me,  tho'  my  friends  for-sake  me, 
all     my  sor-rowspast,   How  sweet  to  hear  the  bless  edproc- la -ma-tion, 
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Just  be-yond  is  shin  -  ing  an    e  -  ter  -  nal  day. 

I     shall   be  re -mem-beredin  my  home  a-bove.    I will  not  for- 

'En  -  ter  faith-ful  servant,  welcome  home  at  last."  i  will  not  for-get    thee, 
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get  thee  or  leave  thee, In  my  hands  I'll  hold  thee,  in  my  arms  I'll  fold  thee,  I 

I  will  nev-er  leave  thee,  lfc^  I  will  not  for- 
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. .  will  not  forget  thee  or  leave  thee;  I  am  thy  Re-deem-er,  I  will  care  for  thee. 

get      thee,  for-get 
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His  Love  is  All  I  Meed. 
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1.  The  love  of  Je  -  sus,  who  can  tell,  Tho'  he  may  know  it,  oh,  bo  well? 

2.  The  love  of  Je  -  sus,  oh,  what  bliss!  To  hear  Him  whis-per,  I  am  His; 

3.  The  love  of  Je  -  sus,  oh,  how  sweet!  To  hide  in  such    a  safe  re -treat; 
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The  love  that  ev  -  'ry  want  sup-plies,  The  love  that  al  -  ways  sat  -  is  -  fies; 
Tho'  I    may  fal  -  ter    on    the  way,   He  will    not  let    me  go      a -stray; 
Tho'  Sa-  tan  would  my  hopes  de-stroy,  My  Sav-ior's  love   is  still    my  joy; 
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His  love    is      all         I     need!      Sowon-der-ful,   His  love    to     me, 
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More  won-der  -  ful   how  could  it     be?  My  ev-'ry   sin    on  Him  was  laid, 
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My    ev  -  'ry  debt     by  Him  was  paid;  His  love   is     all 
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Keep  the  Heart  Sinking. 
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1.  We  may  light -en  toil  and  care,  Or    a     heav-y   bur -den  share,  With  a 

2.  If    His  love  is     in  the  soul,  And  we  yield  to   His  con-trol,  Sweetest 

3.  How  a    word  of  love  will  cheer,  Kin-die  hope,  and  ban-ish  fear,  Soothe  a 
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word,  a  kind-ly  deed,  or  sun-ny  smile;  We  may  gird  -  le  day  and  night 
mu  -  sic  will  the  lone  -  ly  hours  be-guile;  We  may  drive  the  clouds  a-way, 
pain,  or  take  a  -  way  the  sting  of  guile;  Oh,  how  much  we   all   may    do, 
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With  a  ha  -  lo  of  de  -  light,  If  we  keep  the  heart  singing  all  the  while. 
Cheer  and  bless  the  darkest  day,  If  we  keep  the  heart  singing  all  the  while. 
In      the  world  we  trav-el  thro',  If  we  keep  the  heart  singing  all  the  while. 
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Keep  the  heart  singing  all  the  while;    .    .  .  .  Make  the  world  brighter  with  a 

singing,  singing  all  the  while;  brighter, 
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smile; Keep  the  song  ringing!  lone -ly  hours  we  may  be-guile, 
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He  is  Able  to  Deliver  Thee. 
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1.  "lis  the  grand -est  theme  thro'  the  a  -  ges    rung;  'Tis  the  grand  -  est 

2.  'Tis  the  grand -est  theme   in     the  earth  or    main;  'Tis  the  grand  -  est 

3.  'Tis  the  grand -est  theme,  let    the  ti  -  dings  roll      To   the  guilt   -  y 
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theme  for  a  mor-tal  tongue;  'Tis  the  grandest  theme  that  the  world  e'er  sung, 
theme  for  a  mor-tal  strain;  'Tis  the  grandest  theme,  tell  the  world  a  -  gain, 
heart,  to    the  sin  -  ful  soul;   Look  to  God  in    faith,  He  will  make  thee  whole, 
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"Our  God  is    a  -  ble  to  de  -  liv  -  er  thee."  He  is     a     -     -     -     ble  to  de> 

a  -ble,  He  is  a  -ble 
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liv  -  er  thee,  He    is     a    -      -      -      ble  to  de  -liv-er  thee;  Tho'  by  sin  op 

a  -  ble,  He    is    a  -  ble 
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prest,  Go  to   Him  for  rest,  "Our  God   is      a  -  ble  to      de  -  liv  -  er  thee." 
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A  Sinner  Made  Whole. 
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1.  There's  a  song  in  my  heart  that  my  lips  can-not  sing,    'Tis  praise  in    the 

2.  I    shall  stand  one  day  faultless  and  pure  by  His  throne, Transformed  from  my 

3.  All  the  mu  -  sic   of    heaven,   so     per-fect  and  sweet,Will  blend  with  my 
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high -est  to  Je-sus,  my  King;  Its  mu-sic  each  moment  is  thrilling  my  soul, 
im  -  age  conformed  to  His  own;Then  I  shall  find  words  for  the  song  of  my  soul, 
song  and  will  make  it  complete; Thro'  a  -  ges  un-end  -  ing  the  ech-  oes  will  roll, 
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For    I     was  a  sin-ner,  but  Christ  made  me  whole,  A    sin-ner  made  whole!  a 
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sinner  made  wholel  The  Savior  hath  bought  me  and  ransomed  my  soul!  My  heart  it  is 
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singing,  the  anthem  is  ringing,  For  I  was  a  sinner, but  Christ  made  me  whole. 
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The  Gross  is  Not  Greater. 
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1.  The  cross  that  He  gave  may  be  heav-y,    But  it  ne'er  outweighs  His  grace; 

2.  The  thorns  in  my  path  are  not  sharper    Than  composed  His  crown  for  me; 

3.  The    light  of  His  love  shineth  bright-er,    As  it  falls    on  paths   of    woe, 

4.  His      will    I  have  joy  in    ful  -  fill-ing,     As  I'm  walk-ing  in   His  sight, 
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The  storm  that  I  fear*d  may  surround  me,    But  it  ne'er    ex-cludes  His  face. 
The    cup  that  I  drink  not  more  bit  -  ter  Than  He  drank  in  Geth-sem-a-ne. 
The    toil     of  my  work  groweth  light  -  er,  As     I  stoop    to  raise  the  low. 
My     all     to  the  blood  I  am  bring -ing,  It     a-  lone    can  keep  me  right. 
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The  cross    is    not  great-er  than  His  grace, 
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I    am  sat  -  is  -  fied  to  know  That  with 


hide  His  bless-ed  face; 
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Je  -  sus     here     be  -  low,       I       can      con  -  quer      ev  -   'ry      foe. 
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He  is  So  Precious  to  Me. 
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1.  So   pre-cious  is     Je-sus,  my  Sav-ior,  my  King,   His  praise  all  the  day  long 

2.  He  stood  at  my  heart's  door 'mid  sunshine  and  rain,  And  pa-tient-ly  wait-ed 

3.  I   stand  on  the  mountain  of  bless-ing  at    last,    No  cloud  in  the  heav-ens 

4.  1  praise  Him  be-cause  He  ap-point-ed  a  place  Where, some  day, thro'  faith  in 
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with  rapture  I  sing;  To  Him  in  my  weak-ness  for  strength  I  can  cling, 
an  entrance  to  gain;  What  shame  that  so  long  He  en-treat- ed  in  vain, 
a  shad-ow  to  cast;  His  smile  is  up  -  on  me,  the  val-ley  is  past, 
His  won-der-ful  grace,     I  know  I  shall  see  Him— shall  look  on  His  face, 
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For   He  is    so    pre-cious    to     me. 
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For  He    is     so    pre-cious   to 
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pre-cious  to  me,  so     pre-cious  to    me, 

me, For  He  is  so    precious  to  me, 'Tis  heav-en  be- 
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low  My  Re-deem-es     to  know,  For   He    is     so    pre-cious  to     me. 
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No  Room  in  the  Inn. 
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1.  No   beau  -  ti  -  ful  cham  -  ber,   No     soft  cra-dle     bed,      No  place  but  a 

2.  No  sweet  con-se  -  era  -  tion,    No     seek-ing  His    part,     No    hu  -  mil  -  i- 

3.  No    one    to   re-ceive  Him,   No     welcome  while  here,    No   balm  to   re- 
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man  -  ger,  No  where  for  His    Head;  No    prais  -  es,  of    glad  -  ness, 

a    -    tion,  No  place  in     the  heart;  No    tho't  of  the  Sav  -  ior, 

lieve  Him,  No  staff  but     a     spear;  No     seek-ing  His  treas -ure, 
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No  tho't  of  their  sin,  No  glo-ry,  but  sad-ness,  No  room  in  the  inn. 
No  sor-row  for  sin,  No  pray'r  for  His  f a  -  vor,  No  room  in  the  inn. 
No  weeping  for  sin,       No   do  -  ing  His  pleas-ure,   No  room  in  the  inn. 
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No  room,    no   room  for     Je  -  bus,     Oh,  give    Him  wel- come   free, 
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Lest  you  should  hear  at  Heav-en's  gate,  "There  is     no  room   for    Thee." 
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Help  Somebody  To-day. 
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1.  Look  all    a-round  you,  find  some  one  in  need,  Help  some-bod-y  to-  day! 

2.  Man-y    arewait-ing   a  kind,  lov-ing  word,  Help  some-bod-y  to-day! 

3.  Man-y  have  bur-dens  too  heav-y   to  bear,  Help  some-bod-y  to-  day! 

4.  Some  are  dis-cour-aged  and  wear-y    in  heart,  Help  some-bod-y  to-  day! 
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Tho'    it    be    lit -tie— a   neigh-bor-ly   deed— Help  some-bod-y  to-day! 

Thou  hast  a  mes-sage,  0     let     it     be  heard,  Help  some-bod-y  to-day! 

Grief  is   the  por-tion  of  some  ev  - 'ry- where,  Htlp  some-bod-y  to-day! 

Some  one  the  jour- ney  to  heav- en  should  start,  Help  some-bod-y  to-day! 
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Help  some-bod-y  to-day,    .    .   Some-bod-y    a -long  life's  way;    .    .    Let 

to  -  day,  home-ward  way; 
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sor-row  be  end  -  ed ,  The  friendless  befriended ,  Oh ,  help  somebody    to  -  day ! 
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Nothing  Satisfies  but  Jesus. 
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1.  Noth  -  ing  sat  -  is  -  fies  but    Je  - 

2.  Since     I  heard  the  voice  of     Je  - 

3.  With  His  joy  my  heart  is  thrill - 
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sus,  Bread    of   life   tomor-tals  giv'n; 
sus,   Since  mine  eyes  be -held  the  King, 
ing,     All    my  hope  in  Him    I     see; 
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May  His  pres-ence  now  re- 
All  my  love,  my  heart's  af' 
Doubt,  andgloom,  and  fear  dis  ■ 


-9-Z- 


fresh 
fee  - 
pel  - 


us  Like  the  morn 
tion,  All  I  have, 
ling,  Christ  is     All 
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Give  me  Je  -  sus,     give  me  Je  - 

Give  me  Je  -  sus,  give  me 
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sus,    Takethe  world,  butgive  me  Je  -  sus, 
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To  sat-is  -  fy      with  ev-'rybless-ing,  Hisloveand  peace  my  soul  pos-sess-ing; 
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To  all  be  -  side,  my  heart  re  -  plies:  There's  naught  but  Je-sus  sat   -  is  -  ties! 
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No.  19. 


We  Shall  Stand  Before  the  King. 
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WORDS  AND  MUSIC. 


E.  O.  Excell. 


1.  We  shall  stand  before  the  King, With  the  angels  we  shall  sing, By  and  by, 

2.  Ring,  ye  bells  of  heaven, ring,  We  shall  stand  before  the  King, By  and  by, 

3.  Wake,my  soul,thy  tribute  bring,Thou  shalt  stand  before  theKing,By  and  by, 

By  and  by, 
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by  and  by;  Walk  the  bright, the  golden  shore, Praising  Him  forevermore, 

by  and  by;  There  oursorrows  will  be  o'er, There  Hisname  we  will  adore, 

by  and  by;  Lay  thy  trophies  at  His  feet, In  His  likeness  stand  complete, 

by  and  by 
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By  and  by, by  and  by.  We  shall  stand, . .  before  the  King, 

By  and  by,                 by  and  by,                  We  shall  stand,  before  the  King, 
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With  the  an-gel8  we  shall  sing,  Glo-ry,  glo  -  ry    to  our  King,  Hal  -  le- 
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lu        -        jah,hal-le  -  lu    -    jah,  We  shall  stand before  the  King. 

Hal  -  le  -  la-jah:  hal-  le  -  In  -  jah;  we  shall  stand 
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Day  of  Gladness. 
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1.  Welcome,  day    of  glad  -  ness,  Morn  of  morns  most  bright!  Hail  we    thy    re- 

2.  All     our   la  -  bor  end  -  ed,    On    this  day    of  praise,  To   our  Lord    as- 

3.  Day    of    ben  -  e -die  -  tion,  When  the  Lord  we   own     Sent  His  bless  -  ed 
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turn  -  ing,     Day      of     ho    -  ly       light,  When    the  Lord     of    glo  -   ry 
cend  -  ed,    Cheer  -  ful  -  ly       we      raise  Songs     of    pure     de  -  vo  -  tion, 
Spir  -  it     From    His  Fa  -  ther's  throne;  May  God's  ho  -    ly    Spir  -   it 
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From    the  grave     a  -  rose,    Might  -  y  Vic  -  tor    o'er    His 

Hymns  of     sa  -  cred  love,       To     the  Tri  -  une  God     a 

Dwell     in     ev  -  'ry  breast      Till     we  find       e  -  ter  -  nal 
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Day  most  de-light-ful    of    all  the  sev'n,  Day  to  the  world  in  kind-ness  giv'n, 
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We  will  spend  thy  moments  As  in  God's  own  sight,  Day  of  calm  and  ho-ly  light . 
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No.  21.  The  Kind's  Business. 

Dr.  J.  Wilbur  Chapman's  Simultaneous  Campaign  Hymn. 


Dr.  B.  T.  Caisel. 


COPYRIGHT,  1902,  BY  E.  O.  EXCELL. 
WORDS   AND    MUSIC. 


Flora  H.  Cassel. 


£=^ 


«fc 


*4=r 


£=£ 


h     fc  I 


« 


ppFVSrt^m 


1.  I       am  a    strang-er  here,  with  -  in     a    for  -  eign  land,  My  home  is 

2.  This  is  the  King's  command,  that  all  men  ev  -  'ry- where,  Re- pent  and 

3.  My  home  is  bright  -  er  far  than  Shar-on's  ros  -  y  plain,    E  -  ter  -  nal 
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far     a -way,  up  -  on    a   gold-en  strand;  Am  -  bas-sa  -  dor  to  be     of 

turn  a  -way,  from  sin's  se  -  duc-tive  snare;  That  all  who  will  o  -  bey,  with 

life   and  joy  thro'  -  out  its  vast  do  -  main;  My  Sov'reign  bids  me  tell  how 
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realms  be  -  yond  the  sea,    I'm  here  on  business  for  my  King. 

Him    shall  reign  for  aye,  And  that's  my  business  for  my  King.  This  is  the 

mor-tals  there  may  dwell,  And  that's  my  business  for  my  King. 
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mes- sage  that  I  bring,   A  mes-sage  angels  fain  would  sing;  "Oh,  be  ye 


ifeii 


-r-*4 


^ 


fc* 


/ 


E? 


fa£=l=fc=£;= 


V=* 


E 


nn 


rv-\r 


^rA 


t=fc 


£=£ 


r^FFF* 


S 


I 


fc£ 


fcr 


rg^s 


-#-i- 


reconciled"  Thus  saith  my  Lord  and  King,  "Oh,  be  ye  reconciled  to  God.' 
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Loyalty  to  Ghrist. 


Dr.  E.  T.  Cassel. 
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1.  From  o  -  ver  hill  and  plain  There  comes  the  signal  strain,  'Tisloy-al-ty,  loy-al-ty, 

2.  0    hear,  ye  brave, the  sound  That  moves  the  earth  around, 'Tis  loy-al-ty,  loy-al-ty, 

3.  Come,  join  our  loy-al  throng, We'll  rout  the  giant  wrong,  'Tisloy-al-ty,  loy-al-ty, 

4.  The  strength  of  youth  we  lay  At     Je  -  sus'  feet  to-day, 'Tis  loy-al-ty,  loy-al-ty, 
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loy-al-ty  to  Christ;  Its   mu- sic  rolls  a -long,  The  hills  take  up  the  song, 

loy-al-ty  to  Christ;  A  -  rise  to  dare  and  do,  King  out  the  watchword  true, 

loy-al-ty  to  Christ;  Where  Sa-tan's  banners  float  We'll  send  the  bu-gle  note, 

loy-al-ty  to  Christ;  His  g03-pel  we'll  proclaim  Thro'-out  the  world's  do-main, 
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Of  loy-al-ty,  loy-al-ty,  Yes,  loy-al-ty  to  Christ.  "On    to   vie 
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to-ry!  On  to 
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victory!"  Cries  our  great  Commander; "On!" We'll  move'at  His  command, 

great  Commander;  "On!" 
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We'll  soon  pos-sessthe  land,  Thro'  loy-al-ty,  loy-al-ty,  Yes, loy-al-ty  to  Christ. 
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Just  the  Love  of  Jesus. 
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1.  What    ismak-ing  life    so  sweet  and  bright  to  me?    Just  the  love  of  Je-sus, 

2.  What  af-fords  me  shel  -  ter  when  the  tempest  sweeps?  Just  the  love  of  Je  -  sus, 

3.  What  will  help  me  tri-umph  in  this  earth -ly    strife?  Just  the  love  of  Je  -  sus, 

4.  What  will  lead  me  safe    a-cross  the  si -lent    sea?    Just  the  love  of  Je  -  sus, 
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just  the  love 

just  the  love 

just  the  love 

just  the  love 


of  Je- sus!  What  has  made  my  soul  so  peaceful,  pure,  and  free? 

of  Je-sus!  What, fromdayto  day,  my  soul  from  e  -  vil  keeps? 

of  Je-sus!  What  is  more  to  me  than  wealth,  or  fame,  or  life? 

of  Je-sus!  What  will  be    my  song  thro' all     e-ter-ni-ty? 
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Just  the  love    of   Je  -  sus,  my  Sav  -  ior! 
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Just  the  love  of  Je  -  sus, 
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0    how  sweet !  Just  the  love  of  Je-sus  makes  my  joy  complete;  What  will  guide  my 
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Sav  -  ior! 
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soul    to  that  safe    re  -  treat?  Just  the  love  of  Je  -  sus,  my 
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No.  24. 


Softly  and  Tenderly. 


BY  PER.  WILL  L.  THOMPSON  &  CO., 


W.  L.  T. 
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1.  Soft  -  ly  and  ten-der-ly  Je-sus  is  call-ing,  Call-ing  for  you  and  for  me; 

2.  Why  should  we  tar-ry  when  Je-sus  is  plead-ing,  Pleading  for  you  and  for  me? 

3.  Time   is  now  fleeting,  the  moments  are  passing, Passing  from  you  and  from  me; 

4.  Oh!     for  the  wonderful  love  He  has  promised,  Promised  for  you  and  for  me; 
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See  on  the  portals  He's  waiting  and  watching, Watching  for  you  and  for  me. 
Why  should  we  linger  and  heed  not  His  mercies, Mercies  for  you  and  for  me? 
Shadows  are  gathering,  death  beds  are  com-ing,  Com-ing  for  you  and  for  me. 
Tho'  we  have  sinn'd,  He  has  mercy  and  pardon,  Pardon  for  you  and  for  me. 
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Ye  who  are  wea-ry,  come  home, 


Come  home,  come  home, 

Come  home, 


come  home, 
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Ear-nest -ly,  ten-der-ly,  Je-sus  is  call-ing,  Call-ing,  0  sin-ner,  come  home! 
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No.  25.       Whom  Having  Not  Seen  I  Love. 


Maud  Frarer. 
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COPYRIGHT,    1909,  BY  E.  O.  EXCELL. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  A  Friend  have  I     who  standeth  near,  To  com-fort  me  and  still  each  fear, 

2.  In  vain  may  fan  -  cy  strive  to  trace  My  Sav-ior's  beauty  and  His  grace; 

3.  The  pre-cious  hope    I  have  each  day  II  -  hi  -  mines  all  my  earth-ly  way; 

4.  With  that  fair  man-sion  e'er  in  view,  My  pil  -  grim  jour-ney  I       pur-sue; 
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It     is     my    Lord  and  Sav  -  ior  dear,  Whom, having  not  seen,  I  love. 

More  fair  than  I     can  dream, His  face, Whom, having  not  seen,  I  love. 

That  He  will  take  me  home  to  stay,  Whom, having  not  seen,   I  love. 

And  try  my    Sav-ior's  will     to    do,  Whom, having  not  seen,   I  love. 
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Chorus. 
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And  He  is  pre-par-ing  a     place....      Forme    in  His  home  a-bove;. . . . 

And  He  is  pre  -  par-ing  a  place,    Forme  in  His  home  a  -  bove; 


1 


i 


I 


SEHf: 


f-8- 


g=pg=g=£ 


£-1 


^  a- 


i£§ 


«= 


:t=t 


*±fc 


t— ?■ 


2=fc=F* 


:tS: 


ss 


*=± 


Where  I  shall  be-hold  His  face, ....     Whom, having  not  seen,    I  love. 

Where    I _  shall   be-hold     His  face. 
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No.  26.        Since  I  Have  Been  Redeemed. 
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1.  I  have  a    song  I     love   to    sing,   Since  I  have  been  re  -  deem'd, 

2.1  have  a  Christ  that  sat  -  is  -  fies,    Since  I  have  been  re  -  deem'd, 

3.  I  have  a   Wit-ness  bright  and  clear,  Since  I  have  been  re  -  deem'd, 

4.  I  have  a  home  pre-pared  for    me,    Since  I  have  been  re  -  deem'd, 
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Of       my    Re  -  deem-er,   Sav-ior,  King,  Since  I      have  been  re-deem'd. 

To        do    His   will    my    high- est  prize,  Sinee  I      have  been  re-deem'd. 

Dis  -   pell  -  ing  ev  -  'ry  doubt  and  fear,  Since  I      have  been  re-deem'd. 

Where   I      shall  dwell  e  -  ter  -  nal  -  ly,    Since  I      have  been  re-deem'd. 
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Since  I have  been  re-deem'd,      Since  I  have  been  redeem'd, 

Since  I  have  been  re-deem'd,  Since   I  have  been  re-deem'd, 
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I     will  glo  -  ry    in     His  name,  Since   I have  been  re 

Since.     I     have  been  re-deem'd,  Since 

---*--      --#--^A      A       A   A    #    ♦  A  -«-      J 


1 


-U^— ^ — i 


V     V     V     k 


£ 


*=£ 


■*— ^ 


£=£ 


S 


-p-p-K-^-r 


* 


3=* 


deem'd, 


I      have    been  re  -  deem'd, 


I     will     glo  -  ry     in    my    Sav  -  ior's  name. 


0   £   b~ E==C — L 


j^ 


$=£ 


i>  i     v  r-fr=r~ir-i; 


r 


No.  27. 


Growing  Dearer  EaGh  Day. 


C.  H.  G. 
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Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 


pmmm^^^m 


1.  How    sweet  is  the  love  of  my  Savior! 'T  is  bound-less  and  deep  as  the  sea;  And 

2.  I         know  He  is  ev-er  be-sideme!   E  -  ter  -    ni-ty  on -ly  will  prove  The 

3.  Wher-ev  -  er  Heleadslwillfol-low,  Thro'  sor-row,  or  shadow,  or  sun;  And 

4.  Some  day  face  to  face  I  shall  see  Him,  And  oh,    what  a  joy    it  will  be     To 
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best       of  it  all,  it  is  dai  -  ly  Grow-ing   sweet- er  and  sweeter  to    me. 
heightandthedepthofHismercy,  And  the  breadth  of  His  in -fi-nite  love, 
tho'       I  betriedinthefur-nace,  I    can   say,  "Lord,  Thy  will  be  it    done." 
knowthatHislove,nowsoprecious,Willfor-ev  -    er  grow  sweeter  to   me!        , 
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Dear       -        er  and 

Dear  -  er  each  day, 


Sweet      -       er  and  sweeter  to    me,     .     .     . 

Sweet-er     to    me,  grow    -    ing  sweet-er     to     me, 


m 


■i*—*- 


*  •  •  \ 


W$ 


m 


f 


^m 


^ 


i 


$ 


s^=p: 


dear  -  er  each    day;     .     .     .    Oh,         won    - 

grow       -       ing    dear-er  each  day;      Oh,  won-der- 
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ful  love,  love     of     my 
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each  step  of    my  way! 

each     step    of      my  way! 
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Sav    -     ior,     Grow    -  ing     dear  -  er      and     dear  -  er 
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Rescue  Them. 
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1.  Res-cue  them!  res  -  cue  the    souls  that  are  per  -  ish  -  ing,  Lin  -  ger  -ing 

2.  Res-cue  them!  res  -  cue  the    souls  that  are  wan  -  der  -  ing  Far  from  the 

3.  Res-cue  them!  res  -  cue  the    souls  that  are  sor  -  row -ing,  Sor-row-ing, 
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just  on  the  verge  of  de  -  spair;  Hope  of  sal  -  va  -  tion  their  fond  hearts  are 
fold  of  the  Shep-herd  a  -  stray,  While  from  His  love  their  af  -  fec-tions  are 
sigh  -  ing  be  -  cause  of  their  sin;      0  -  ver  their  pathway  the  wrath-clouds  are 
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cher  -  ish  -  ing,  Suf  -  fer  them  not  to  be  per 
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D.S. — died  for  them,  Res  -  cue     the     lost,       and    the  per    -    ish -ing  save. 
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Res  -  cue  them!  res  -  cue  them!  res  -  cue  the  per  -  ish  -ing,  Hear  how  in 
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§§£gm 


\>V     t    V 


T" 


:£=E-k_k— £=£ 


r-^-tr 


No.  29.      Christ  is  Knocking  at  Your  Door. 


P.  B.  B. 


COPYRIGHT,  1908,  BY  GEORGE  E.  BULA. 


Fannie  Birdsall  Bula. 


i^Pi^^^i^ 


1.  Christ  is  knock-ing  at  your  door  to  -  day;   Do  not  turn  the  sinner's  Friend  a- 

2.  Let    Him  in,    or  He  will  soon  de-part;  0    re-pent  and  give  Him  now  your 

3.  Let    Him  in,  He  waits  to  give  you  peace;  From  your  sin  and  sorrow, sweet  re- 
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way;    He    is    knock-ing,  let  Him  in,     He  will  save  you  from  your  sin, 

heart;  He  will    now   dis- pel  the  gloom,  Lighten  ev-'ry  darkened  room; 

lease;  Sin-ner,     He    will  soon  be  gone,  For  the  night  is  com-ing    on, 

b  n     N     N     K 


g  %  f-U 


f^N 


ftg=fe= 


t 


n-W^ 


t 


v — tU 


r 


•      V 


m&ri+mm 


Chorus. 


^ 


WH 


■*■•    t:*f  f  f 

He  will  keep  you  pure  with-in,—  let  Him  in.     Let  Him  in,  Let  Him 

Make  your  heart  His  constant  home,— let  Him  in. 

Then   e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty  will  dawn,— let  Him  in.  to  -  aay, 
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in,  He  will  save  and  keep  you  pure  with-in;    Let  Him  in, 

to  -  day,  to  -  day, 
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O-pen  wide  the  door,— He's  knocking,— let  Him  in. 


Let  Him  in, 


to  -  day. 
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Glory  on  the  Other  Side. 
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1.  Tho'  around  my  pathway  sometimes  the  shadows  creep,On  the  oth-erside  'twill 

2.  Here  are  heav-y  cross-es,  but  there  shall  sorrow  cease,  On  the  oth-erside 'twill 

3.  In    thatheav'nly  country  are  mansionsbrightandfair,  On  the  oth-erside 'twill 
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be  glo  -  ry;  Tho'  the  way  be  rugged  and  mountain  sides  are  steep,  On  the 
be  glo  -  ry;  Ev -'ry  voice  of  sigh- ing  be  hushed  by  strains  of  peace,  On  the 
be  glo  -  ry;  Not    a  shade  of    e  -  vil  shall  ev  -  er  en  -  ter  there,  On  the 
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er  side  'twill  all    be  glo  -  ry.   On    the  oth  -  er  side  there  will  be    no  pain; 
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On    the  oth-er    side 'twill  all     bo    glo 
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glo  -   ry    «a    the   oth  -  er  side; 
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oth  -  er  side  hands  shall  clasp  again,  On  the  oth-er  side  'twill  all    be  glo-ry. 
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No.  31. 


C.  H.  Q. 


0  That  Will  Be  Glory. 
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1.  When  all  my    la-borsand  tri-als  are  o'er,     And  I    am  safe  on  that 

2.  When, by  the  gift   of    His    in  -  fin- ite  grace,       I    am  ac-cord-ed   in 

3.  Friends  will  be  there  I  have  loved  long  a  -  go;       Joy  like    a    riv  -  er    a- 
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beau  -  ti  -  ml  shore,  Just  to  be  near  the  dear  Lord  I  a  -  dore, 
heav  -  en  a  place,  Just  to  b3  there  and  to  look  on  His  face, 
round  me    will    flow;     Yet,  just    a    smile  from  my    Sav-ior,     I  know, 


p=5 


* m- 


£z 


I      I 


fcfe: 


\  \  r  'r  rrr 


^^^ 


Bit- 


Chorus. 


~a> — g?- 


5 


Will  thro'  the    a  -  ges 
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be   glo  -  ry   for  me     .     . 
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glo -ry  for  me,        Glo-ry  for  me,  glo-ryfor  me;       When  by 

be  glo  -  ry  for  me,  Glo  -  ry  for   me,  glo  -  ry  for      me;    . 
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I  shall  look  on  His  face,   That  will  be  glo-ry,  be    glo-ry  for 
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No.  32.      Have  You  Received  the  Blessing 
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1.  Have  you  received  the  bless-ing?  Are  you  cleans'd  from  sin?  Does  the  promised 

2.  Have  you  received  the  bless-ing?  Is      the  work  com-plete?  Thro'  the  "tier-  y 

3.  Have  you  received  the  bless-ing?— Al-ways    in     the  fray,  New  pos  -  ses-sions 
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Com-fort  -  er  a  -  bide  with  -  in?  From  the  e  -  vil  tem  -  pers  that  de- 
tri  -  al"  are  you  keep  -  ing  sweet?  Ful  -  ly  trust  -  ing  Je  -  sus,  'neath  the 
gainedin  Ca-naanev  -  'ry     day?  Bless-ed  land     of    prom -ise!  not  the 
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No.  33.        He  Gives  Me  Grace  and  Glory. 


F.  B.  B. 
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1.  I  wan-dered  long  in  dark-ness,  No  light  to  guide  my  way;  I  heard  the  voice  of 

2.  I  looked  a  -  way  to    Je  -  sus,  Threw  off  my  deep  despair;  The  bur-den  rolled  a- 

3.  He  gives  me  grace  and  glo-ry,  He    is    my  Sun  and  Shield;  With  Him  I'll  gladly 
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Je  -sus  Say-ing,  "Come  to -day.  "My  sins  rolled  up    as  moun-tains,  I 
way  When  Je  -  sus  an-swered  prayer;  The  light  broke  in    up  -  on      me,  My 
reap  The  whit-ened  har  -  vest  field;  And  soon  we'll  come  re  -  joic  -  ing,  When 


^ 


&££% 


£ 


£ 


a: 


^ 


S^Pi 


^* 


"•^ — & — &- 

found  no  rest  or  peace,  My  wear-  y  soul  was  long-ing  For  a  sweet  re -lease, 
sins  were  washed  a-way ,  My  doubts  and  fears  have  vanished ,  Night  has  turned  to  day . 
toil  -  ing  days  are  done;  With  golden  sheaves  we'll  join  The  glorious  harvest  home. 
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There's  glo-ry,  there'sglory,  There'sglory  in    my  soul;  I've  plunged  into    the 
glo-ry,  there's  glory,  There's  glory  in    my  soul;  I've  found  thisgreatsal- 
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foun-tain,  The    liv-ing    cur-rents  roll.  There's 

va  -  tion,  [Omit ]  His  pow'r  has  made  me  whole. 
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Save  Our  Boys. 
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1.  Save  our  boys!  save  our  boys!  they  are  march-ing    a -long,  The  hope  of     the 

2.  Save  our  boys!  save  our  boys!  keep-ing  close   by  their  side,  With  God'sho  -  ly 

3.  Save  our  boys!  save  our  boys!  with  this  strong  ral  -  ly    cry,  Press  on  -ward,  re- 
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na  -  tion,   so     gal -lant  and  strong;  There  are  snares  on    the  way  where  their 
Bi  -  ble  their  shield  and  their  guide;  Hedge  them  in  from  all    sin    with    the 
joic  -  ing,  the     vie -fry    is    nigh;  Hear   the    call  from    a-bove,  now   for 
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young  feet  must  go,  False  lights  flam -ing  bright-ly  to  lead  them  to  woe. 
things  good  and  true;  Rise  up,  men  and  broth-ers,  each  e  -  vil  sub -due. 
God    take     a  stand,  The    fair  temp'rance  standard  must  wave  o'er  our  land. 
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Save  our  boys!       save  our  boys!         Lift  them    up  to    the  light; 

t-        II       !   I,  /        .  ■  ,    I      t 


^^^ 


W^ 


trntrvQ  ±^H^ 
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In    the  name 


Strike,  strike,  for  home  and  right. 
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No.  35.  Where  He  Leads  I'll  follow. 
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1.  Sweet  are  the  prom -is-  es,      Kind     is    the  word;  Dear  -  er    far   than 

2.  Sweet   is    the   ten -der  love       Je  -  su9  hath  shown,  Sweet-er    far  than 

3.  List      to  His  lov  -  ing  words,  "Comeun  -  to    me!"  Wear-y,  heav  -  y  - 
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an  -  y    mes-sage    man     ev  -  er  heard;   Pure    was  the  mind  of  Christ, 
an  -  y    love  that    mor  -  tals  have  known;  Kind     to    the  err -ing  one, 
lad -en,  there  is    sweet    rest    for  thee;    Trust    in    His  prom -is-  es, 
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Sin  -  less,   I    see;  He  the  great  ex -am -pie    is,  and  pat  -  tern  forme. 

Faith-ful    is    He;  He  the  great  ex -am -pie    is,  and  pat  -  tern  forme. 

Faith-ful  and  sure;  Lean  up  -  on  the  Sav-ior,  and  thy  soul     is  se-cure 
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Where    .      .      .     .     He  leads  I'll      fol      -      -      -     low, 

Where   He  leads   I'll       fol  -  low.  Where    He  leads    I'll      fol  -  low, 
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No.  36. 


Sound  the  Battle  Gry. 
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Vigorously,  in  march  time. 
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1.  Sound  the  bat -tie  cry!    See,  the     foe     is  nigh;  Raise  the  stan-dard  high 

2.  Strong  to  meet  the  foe,  March-ing     on    we  go,   While  our  cause  we  know 

3.  Oh!  Thou,  God  of   all,    Hear   us    when  we  call,  Help   us,   one    and  all, 
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For  the  Lord;  Gird  your  ar-mor  on,  Stand  firm,  ev  - 'ry  one, 
Must  pre  -  vail;  Shield  and  ban  -  ner  bright  Gleam-ing  in  the  light, 
By      Thy   grace;   When  the     bat-tie's  done,    And    the     vie  -  fry  won, 
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Rest    your  cause  up  -  on    His      ho   -  ly     word. 

Bat  -  tling    for    the  right,  We    ne'er   can    fail.      Rouse  then,   sol  -  diersl 

May     we     wear  the  crown  Be  -  fore    Thy    face. 
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ral  -  ly  round  the  ban- ner  1    Read -y,  stead -y,     pass  the  word  a-long; 
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Onward,  forward,  shout  aloud,  Hosanna!  Christ  is  Captain  of  the  mighty  throng. 


± 


hht^mmd 


m 


i — i- 


V — 9    V     V 


W—U 


No.  37.    The  Way  of  the  Gross  Leads  Home. 


COPYRIGHT,  1006,  BY  CHA8.  H.  OABRIEL. 

Jessie  Brown  Pounds.       copyright,  1907,  by  e.  o.  excell. 
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1.  I      must  needs  go     home    by     the     way     of      the  cross,  There's 

2.  I      must  needs   go      on       in     the    blood  -sprink-led  way,      The 

3.  Then    I       bid     fare  -  well     to     the     way     of       the  world,     To 
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no  oth  -  er  way  but  this;  I  shall  ne'er  get  sight  of  the  Gates  of  Light, 
path  that  the  Sav  -  ior  trod,  If  I  ev  -  er  climb  to  the  heights  sub-lime, 
walk  in    it   nev  -  or  more;  For  my  Lord  says  "Come,"  and  I  seek  my  home, 
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Where  the   soul    is     at 
Where  He   waits  at    the 
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cross   I       miss. 

home  with    God.    The    way  of  the  cross  leads 
o  -  pen    door. 
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home,  The   way 

leads  home, 
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of    the  cross  leads  home;  It  is  sweet  to 

leads  home, 
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know,  as     I     on  -  ward   go,    The    way     of     the   cross  leads  home. 
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When  We  All  Get  to  Heaven. 
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1.  Sing    the  won-drous  love  of    Je  -  sus,  Sing  His  mer-cy    and  His  grace; 

2.  While  we  walk  the    pil -grim  pathway,  Clouds  will  o  -   ver-spreadthesky; 

3.  Let     us,  then,  be    true  and  faith  -ml,  Trust-ing,  serv-ing    ev- 'ry   day; 

4.  On -ward  to    the  prize  be  -  fore    us!  Soon  His  beau-ty  we'll  be-nold; 
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In  the  man-sions,  bright  and  bless-ed,  He'll  pre-pare  for  us  a  place. 
But  when  trav- 'ling  days  are  o  -  ver,  Not  a  shad-ow,  not  a  sigh. 
Just  one  glimpse  of  Him  in  glo  -  ry  Will  the  toils  of  life  re  -  pay. 
Soon  the  pearl  -  y  gates  will    o    -  pen,  We  shall  tread  the  streets  of  gold. 

for  us    a  place 
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When  we    all  get    to    heav  -  en,  What    a    day    of      re- 
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joic  -  ing  that  will    be!  When  we      all  see 

day  of       re  -  joic  -  ing  that    will   he!  When     we    all      see 
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Je  -    sus,  We'll    sing 
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Victory  is  Gomin*. 
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1.  Courage,  comrades,  courage;  strong  and  faithful  be;  Soon  the  foe  will  fear  us, 

2.  Lis  -  ten,  comrades,  lis-ten      to    the  joy-ful  strains  Speeding  thro'  the  val-leys, 

3.  Courage,  comrades,  courage;  God  is    on  our  side;  Safe  -  ly  thro'  the  bat -tie 

4.  Ev  -  'ry  sen-tence  spo-ken    for  the  cause  we  love,   Ev-'ry  blow  de-liv-ered, 
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and  will  turn  and  flee,   Then  the  world  from  e  -  vil      tru  -  ly  shall  be    free; 
o   -  ver  hills  and  plains;  "Eight  o'er  wrong  shall  triumph;  still  Je-ho-vah  reigns!" 
He    our  steps  will  guide;  Fal  -  ter  not  nor  wav-er,  strength  shall  be  sup-plied; 
sure  doth  help-ful  prove;  On-ward  then  to  glo  -  ry,   trust-ing  Him  a  -  bove; 
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Vic  -  to  -  ry   is  com-ing,  for  Je  -  ho  -  vah  reigns!      Vic  -  to  -  ry !  Vic  -  to  -  ry ! 
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List  the  j  oy  -  f  ul  strains , "  Vic  -  to  -  ry   is  com  -  ing ,  f  or  Je  -  ho  -  vah  reigns ! ' ' 
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No.  40.       1  Want  the  World  to  Know  It. 
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1.  The  Sav-ior  died  my  soul  to  win,  His   pre-cious  blood  re-moved  my  sin 

2.  His  Spir-it  guides  my  way-ward  feet,  He  gives  me  strength  my  foes  to  meet; 

3.  He  light-ens   all  my  griefs  and  cares,  And  ev-'ry  hard-ship    free-ly  shares; 

4.  0  troub-led  heart,  0  soul  a-stray,  My   Sav-ior  may  be  yours  to-day; 
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And  made  me  white  as  snow  with-in;  And  I  want  the  world  to  know  it. 
He  keeps  my  soul  both  pure  and  sweet,  And  I  want  the  world  to  know  it. 
No  love  with  Je  -  sus'  love  compares,  And  I  want  the  world  to  know  it. 
No   need  -  y  soul  He    turns  a-way,   And   I  want  the  world  to  know  it. 
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I     want  the  world  to   know  itl     I     want  the  world   to      know  it! 
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I'll   sing  His  pow'r  each  day  and  hour, For  I  want  the  world  to  know  it. 
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Wonderful  Grace. 

COPYRIGHT,   1008,  BY  E.  O.  EXCELL, 
WORDS  AND  MUSIC. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


4: 


3± 


Help  me,  Lord,  to  tell     the    sto  -   ry   Of      Thy  won-drous  love   tome; 
Help  me    tell   the  heav  -  y  -  la  -  den,  Where  my  bur  -  den  rolled  a -way; 
Help  me    tell   the  weak  and  stumbling,  What    a    might  -  y  Friend  Thou  art; 
Help  me,  Lord,  to   tell     the    sto  -  ry  Of       Thy  won-drous  love    to  all; 
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Help    me  bear    my   hum  -  ble  wit  -  ness  To    Thy  grace  so    full  and  free. 

Find  -  ing    at     the    feet      of  Je  -  sus,  Peace  and  com-fort,  day    by  day. 

Read  -  y    to     for  -  give    the  er  -  ring,   A   -  ble   to       re  -  new  the  heart. 

Love    for    ev  -  'ry   con -trite  sin  -  ner,  Love,  to   an  -  swer  ev  -  'ry  call. 
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Won-der-ful  grace,  won-der-ful  love!  Help  me  to  lift  hap-py  prais-es   a-bove; 
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Won-der-ful  grace,  so    full   and  free,   Won-der-ful  love  that  cares  for  me. 
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Since  I  Pound  My  Savior. 
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1.  Life  wears  a    dif-ferent  face    to    me,  Since  I  found  my  Sav  -  ior; 

2.  He  sought  me   in      His    wondrous  love,      So  I  found  my  Sav  -  ior, 

3.  The  pass-ing  clouds  may   in  -  ter-vene,  Since  I  found  my  Sav  -  ior, 

4.  A    strong  hand  kind  -  ly  holds  my  own,  Since  I  found  my  Sav  -  ior, 
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Eich  mer-cyat  the  cross  I  see,  My  dy  -  ing,  liv  -  ing  Sav  -  ior. 
He  brought  sal-va  -  tion  from  a  -  bove,  My  dear,  al  -  might-y  Sav  -  ior. 
But  He  is  with  me,  though  un  -  seen,  My  ev  -  er-pres-  ent  Sav  -  ior. 
It     leads  me   on -ward   to    the  throne,  0  there  I'll  see  my  Sav  -  ior. 
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Gold-en  sun-beams  'round  me  play, 
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Je  -  sus  turns  my  night  to 
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Heav  -  en  seem3  not    far       a  -  way,    Since      I    found   my  Sav- 
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No.  43.        Just  When  I  Need  Him  Most. 
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1.  Just  when  I  need  Him,  Je-sus  is  near,  Just  when  I  fal  -  ter,  just  when  I 

2.  Just  when  I  need  Him,  Je-sus  is  true,  Nev-er  for-sak-ing    all  the  way 

3.  Just  when  I  need  Him,  Je-sus  is  strong,  Bearing  my  bur-dens  all  the  day 

4.  Just  when  I  need  Him,  He  is  my  all,     An-swer-ing  when  up-on  Him  I 
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Read-y    to   help  me,  read-y    to  cheer,  Just  when  I  need  Him  most. 

Giv  -  ing  for  bur  -  dens  pleasures  a  -  new,    Just  when  I  need  Him  most. 

For    all   my  sor-row  giv -ing  a     song,  Just  when  I  need  Him  most. 

Ten  -  der  -  ly  watch-ing  lest    I  should  fall,    Just  when  I  need  Him  most. 
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Just  when  I    need  Him    most,       Just  when  I    need  Him    most; 
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Je  -  sus    is  near   to  com-fort  and  cheer,  Just  when  I  need  Him   most. 
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Brin*  Peace  to  My  Soul. 
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When  earth-ly  cares  and  sorrows  roll  Like  o  -cean's  bil-lows  o'er  my  soul  No 
I      need  Thee,  oh,  I  need  Thee  so,   To  help  me   as    I      on -ward  go;  Sin's 
No  cloud  can  hide  from  me  Thy  face,  No  storm  deprive  me    of  Thy  grace,  No 
In       joy     or     sor-row  still  be  near,  To  drive    a-way  my  ev-'ry  fear;  Earth's 
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temp-est  can  my  barque  con-trol,  If  Thou  wilt  on  -  ly  bring  peace  to  my  soul, 
ar  -  rows  can-not  lay  me  low,  If  Thou  wilt  on  -  ly  bring  peace  to  my  soul, 
sin  with  -  in  my  heart  have  place,  If  Thou  wilt  on  -  ly  bring  peace  to  my  soul, 
chang-es  can-not  harm  me  here,  If  Thou  wilt  on  -  ly  bring  peace  to  my  soul. 
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Bring  peace  to  my   soul    to-day,  .  .  .    Bring  peace  .  .  .    to-day,  .  .  . 

to-day,  sweet  peace  to-day, 
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Bring  peace  to  my  soul   to-day,  to-day,  Bring  peace  to   my  soul  to  -  day. 
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Draw  Near,  0  Gomforter. 
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1.  Draw  near,  0  Com  -  fort  -  er, 

2.  Draw  near,   0  Pow'r  di  -  vine, 

3.  This    ver  -  y  hour     I      need 

4.  Thee    on  -  ly  would    I     know, 


This   err  -  ing  heart    of  mine, 

Let    me     not   ask     in  vain! 

The  guid  -  ance  of     Thy  hand; 

My  Com  -  fort  -  er      and  Friend; 
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And  let     it  feel    the   heal- ing  pow'r  Of   love  and  grace  di  -  vine. 
My_;  heart  is  thirst-ing    for  Thy  love,  As  des-  erts  thirst  for     rain. 

I     give  my  all,    and   yield  my  life     To  Thy    di-vine  com  -  mand. 

I     fear  thedan-gers    by   the  way,  Un-less  Thy  grace  de  -  fend. 
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Near  -  er,      0    bless  -  ed  Com-fort-er,    Near  -  er,     still    near  -  er; 
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By   Thy  love  di-vine,  Make  and  keep  me  Thine,  Near  -er,    still  near  -  er. 
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Verses  by  C.  F.  W. 
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The  Way  is  Narrow. 

USED  BY  PERMISSION  OF  C.   F.  WEIGELE. 


arr.  by  Thoro  Harris. 
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1.  My  life  is  not  what  it  used  to   be,  My    sor-row  and  sins  are  gone, 

2.  Once  life  was  all  dis  •  a  -  point-ment, Friends  trusted  all  proved  un-true; 

3.  I  mourn  no  long-er    in    sor  -  row,  The  clouds  have  all  passed  a  -  way ; 

4.  I've  peace  past  all    un-der  -  stand -ing,  The  Com-fort-er  dwells  with-in; 
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I  sing  and  I  shout  hal  -  le  -  lu- jah,  I'm  on  my  happy  journey  home. 
In  Je  -  sus  I  found  help  and  comfort,  He  proved  a  Friend  and  Brother, too. 
I  look  up   to  heav-en    re  -  joic-ing,There's  glo-ry,  glo-ry  ev-'ry  day. 
I've  songs  full  of  joy  nev-er  -  end-ing,For  Je-sus  saves  me  from  all   sin. 
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The    way   is    ver  -  y    nar-row,  but  I'll     fol 
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J** 


X=X 


£ 


*~A- 


■v- 


-•-i- 


J 


1 — v — v- 


fol  -  low, I'll  fol  -  low .The  way  is  ver-y  narrow, bat  I'll 

all  the  way,  all  the  way, 
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fol  -  low, , I  will  follow  in  the  foot-steps  of  my  Lord . 

all  the  way,  In  the  footsteps  of  mj  Lord. 
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I  will  follow  in  the  foot-steps  of  mj  Lord. 
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1.  In  doubt  and  darkness  long  I     wan-dered,  My  will    be-yond  con-trol, 

2.  The  clouds  were  rift-ed  in     a     mo  -  ment,    I     saw  them  backward  roll; 

3.  He    sat  -  is  -  tied  my  long-ing  spir  -  it,    He  sweet  -  ly  made  me  whole; 

4.  When  earth-ly  toil  and  care  are  end  -  ed,    And    I    have  reached  the  goal; 
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Till    Je  -  sus  came  and  bro't  the  glo  -  ry     Of    sun-rise  in  my  soul. 

And  oh,     the  beau- ty    of   the  morn-ing  l'T  was  sun-rise  in  my  soul! 

And   all     the  day  my  heart  is     sing  -  ing,  'Tis  sun-rise  in  my  soul! 

I    know  that  morning  will  for  -  ev  -  er     Be    sun-rise  in  my  soul. 
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rise,     when  my    Sav  -  ior   came! 

ed      aun    -    rise,  J      0       glo  -  nous 


Sun 

Sun  -  rise. 
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Sun        ....        rise>      when    He    made    me    whole!    He 

Sun   -   rise,    bless  -  ed        sun    -    rise, 
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whispered "Peace!" and 0   what  glo   -   ry!  'T was  sun  -rise     in    my    soul! 

« T   ■  T — *- 


m 


j:,|;,r;f  f  fifpFfp 


No.  48.       Gan  the  Master  Gount  On  You? 
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1.  There's  a  place  in  the  ranks  to    be  filled  to-day:  Who  will  stand  with  the 

2.  Will     you  stay  in    the  fight  when  the  bat-tie's  on,  When  your  comrades  are 

3.  Will      you  join  our   ranks     as   we  march  a-long,    To  the  mansions  pre- 
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"Tried  and  True?"  'Mid  the  bat  -  tie's  din  and  the  can-non's  roar,  Can  the 
fall  -  ing  fast?  Can  He  count  on  you  till  -the  bat- tie's  o'er,  To  be 
pared  on    high,     To     a  -  dore  our  King'mid  the  blood-wash'd  throng,Where  the 
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Chorus. 


Mas  -  ter  count  on   you? 

true  till  the  ver  -  y    last?    Can    the  Mas  ■ 

saints  shall  nev  -  er    die? 
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ter  count  on  you? 

Can  Ha  count  on  you? 
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Are  you  one       of  the  "Tried  and       True?' 

of       the  "Tried 


Hear  the  bat  -  tie 

and  True?" 
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cry,  "You  must  fight  or  die;"  Can  the  Mas 
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my   broth-er? 
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What  Shall  it  Profit  Thee! 
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1.  Oh,  what  shall  it  prof-it  thee,  broth-er,       Hous-es  anda-cres  so    broad? 

2.  Oh,  what  shall  it  prof-it  thee,  broth-er,   Friendships  to  share  and  to    make? 

3.  Oh,  what  shall  it  prof-it  thee,  broth-er,     Earth  -  ly  am- bi-tion  and    fame? 
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No     ti  -  tie  to  man-sions  of     glo  -  ry     e  -  ter-nal,  And  none     to  the 
And  know  not  the  friend-ship  of     Je  -  sus,  the  Sav  -  ior,  Of     Je  -  sus  who 
If    Christ   in  the  life -book  of     glo  -  ry     e  -  ter  -  nal,  Had  nev  -  er  re- 
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cit  -  y  of  God? 
died  for  thy  sake? 
cord-ed  thy    name? 
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What  shall  it     prof  -  it  thee     then? . 
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Tho' the  whole  world  be  thine  own When  the  death-an-gel     ha9 

The  whole  world   be thine  own, 
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called  for    thy     spir  -  it,     And     mer  -  cy  for  -  ev  -  er   has     flown. 
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1.  Too  long  have  I  wandered,  too  long  roamed  afar,  Un-heeding  the  beams  of 

2.  Thy  sweet  in  -  vi  -  ta  -  tion  is  cheer-ing  my  soul,  Like  music  from  heav-en 

3.  I      need  the  full  cleans-ing  of  Cal  -  va  -  ry 's  tide;  The  robe,  fair  and  spotless, 

4.  Oh,  make  me  so  steadfast,  so  true  and  sin -cere,  I'll  fol-low  Thee  whol-ly, 
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the  bright  Morning  Star;  But  still  its  fair  beau-ty  is   shin  -  ing  for  me,   So 
the    soft  ech-oes  roll;   Thy  cross  in  my  ref-uge,  Thy  promise  my  plea,  For 
Thy  grace  will  pro-vide;  Thy  riches  are  boundless,  Thy  mer-  cy  is    free,  So 
dis  -  miss  -  ing  all  fear;  My  strength  and  salvation,  my  vie  -  to  -  ry  be.     For 
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now    I    am    com-ing,  my  Sav  -  ior,  to  Thee.      Com     -    -     ing  to 

S7\  ''N  Com-ing  to  Thee,   I  am 
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Thee,  .  .  .  Com     -    -    ing    to     Thee;  ....         Whilst 

com  -  ing  to  Thee,        Com  -  ing  to  Thee,    I     am     com  -  ing  to  Thee:    Whilst  Thou  art 
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Thou     art  call  -  -  ing  me,    I'm  com-ing    my  Sav -ior,   to    Thee. 
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1.  Fa-ther,  I  amwear-y  and  sick  with  sin,  Wan-der-ing  a -way  from  Thee; 

2.  Here  a  fullsur-ren-der   I    free-ly  make,  Helpless  at  Thy  feet  I      he; 

3.  Deep-er  yet  my  soul  in   its  long  -  ing  cries,  Work  within  the  doub-le    cure; 

4.  Ev-er-more,  my  Savior,  hold  Thou  me  fast      In  Thy  loving,  strong  embrace, 
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To  Thine  arms  of  mer-cy,  oh,  take  me    in,    Full  -  y  saved  I  long    to 
Worldly  fame  and  treasures  I  all    for-sake,   To  their  charms  forever 
For   a  whole  sal-va-tion  my  sac  -  ri  -  fice,  Sane  -  ti  -  fy  and  make  me 
Un  -  til  safe  in  glo  -  ry,  my  an  -  chor  cast,     I    behold  Thee  face  to 
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die. 
pure, 
face. 
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Take 

Take     me 


me    in, 

0      lov  -  ing    Sav 
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0- pen  wide  Thine  arms  of  love  and  take  me    in;    See,   I  come  re  -  lent-ing, 
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o'er  the  past  re-pent-ing,     0- pen  wide  Thine  arms  of  love  and  take  me    in. 
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How  the  Fire  Fell. 
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0  I  love     to     tell       the  bless  -  ed     sto  -  ry,   Since  the  Lord 

All     my  doubts  and  fears     are  gone    for  -  ev  -  er,  Since  the  Lord 

To       the  world  no  more     my  heart     is     turn  -  ing,  Since  the  Lord 

There's  a  crown    a  -  wait  -  ing   me      in    heav  -  en,  Since  the  Lord 
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sanc-ti-fied  me;  For  my    soul     re  -  ceived  a  flood  of     glo  -  ry, 

sanc-ti-fied  me;  For  His  peace  flow'd  o'er  me  like    a       riv  -  er, 

sanc-ti-fied  me;  For  on     me     His    Spir  -  it   fell  with  burn  -ing, 

sanc-ti-fied  me;  'For  a  heart  made  clean     to  me  was   giv  -  en, 
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the  Lord  sane  -  ti-fied  me. 
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fell,  How   the       fire        fell,  how     the     fire 
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•er  can  for-get  how  the     fire    fell,  When  the  Lord  sanc-ti-fied  me. 
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1.  Have  you  learned  the  bless -ed  se  -  cret    Of  thepow'rof  Pen-te-cost? 

2.  Have  you  now  this  blest  en-due -ment,  Freedom  in    the  Ho  -  ly  Ghost? 

3.  Pow'r  and  unc  -tion  free  -  ly  giv  -  en     By  the  Spir  -  it  shed  a  -  broad; 

4.  May    He  come  in    glo  -  rious  f  ul  -  ness    In -to    ev  -  'ry  wait-ing  heart, 
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God  hath  in    His  word  revealed  it;    It      is    by 
Per -feet  lib  -  er  -  ty     in  serv -ice,  Saved  un- to 
Her  -  it  -  age    of     all    be  -  liev  -  ers,  As     re-cord  • 
Pen-te-cos- tal    gifts  re-stor-ing,  WhichHeon  ■ 


the    Ho  -  ly     Ghost, 
the    ut  -  ter  -  most? 
ed    in  God's  word, 
ly    can    im  -  part. 
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There  is  Glory  in  My  Soul, 
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1.  Since    I    lost  my   sins,  and  I  found  my    Sav  -  ior   There  is  glo  -  ry 

2.  Since  He  cleans'd  my  heart,  gave  me  sight  for  blind-ness,  There  is  glo  -  ry 

3.  Since  with  God  I've  walk'd,hav-ing  sweet  com-mun-ion,  There  is  glo  -  ry 

4.  Since    I    en  -  ter'd  Canaan  on    my    way  to  heav-  en, There  is  glo  -  ry 
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in  my  soul!  Since  by  faith  I  sought  and  ob-tain'd  God's  favor,  There  is 
in  my  soul!  Since  He  touch'dand  heal*dme  in  lov  -  ing  kind-ness,  There  is 
in  my  soul!  Brighter  grows  each  day  in  this  heavn-ly  un  -  ion,  There  is 
in  my   soul!  Since  the  day  my    life     to  the  Lord  was  giv  -  en,  There  is 
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glo-ry  ia     my    soul!    There  is  glo  -  ry,  glo-ry,  there  is   glo-ry  in  my 
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soul!  Ev-'ry  day  brighter  grows, And  I  conquer  all  my  foes;  There  is  glo-ry, 
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there  i3    glo-ry  in   my  soul!  There  is  glo-ry    in         my       soul! 

glo  -  ry  in    my   soul! 
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1.  Hal  -  le-lu-jah, what  a  tho't!  Je-sus  full  salvation  bro't,Vie-to-ry! 

2.  I  am  trast-ing  in  the  Lord,  I  am  standing  on  His  word,  Vic-to-ry ! 

3 .  Shout  your  freedom  ev'rywhere ,  His  eternal  peace  declare ,  Vic-to-ry ! 

4.  Wewill  sing  iton  that  shore,  When  this  fleeting  life  is  o'er,  Vic-to-ry  I 
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vie  -  to  • 
vie  -  to  • 
vie  -  to  ■ 
vie  -  to- 


ry !  Let  the  pow'rs  of  sin  as-sail,  Heaven's  grace  can  never  fail,  Vic-to- 
ryl  I  have  peace  and  joy  with-in,  Since  my  life  is  free  from  sin,  Vic-to- 
ry!  Let  us  sing  it  here  be-low,  In  the  face  of  ev  -'ry  foe,  Vic-to- 
ry  1  Sing  it  here ,  ye  ransomed  throng ,  Start  the  ev-er-last-ing  song,  Vic-to- 


vic -to- ry! 
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ry!  vie  -  to  -  ry!  Vic  -  to  -  ry !  .  .  .  yes,  vie-to  -  ry! 

Vic-to-ry!  vic-to-ry!  Vic-to-ry!  yes,  vic-to-ry! 
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Hal -le-lu-jah!  I  am  free!  Je-sus  gives  me  vic-to-ry!  Glo-ry,  glo    -    -    ry, 
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hal-le-lu     -     jah!     He  is    all in  all  to    me. 

hal  -  le-lu-jah!  He    is     all,     He    is     all    in     all    to     me      (all  to    me). 
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1.  I     can-  not  tell  thee  whence  it  came,  This  peace  with  -in    my  breast; 

2.  Be-neath  the  toil     and  care    of    life,  This    hid-den  stream  flows  on; 

3.  I     can  -  not  tell     the  half    of  love,   Un-feigned,  supreme,  di  -  vine, 

4.  I     can -not   tell    thee  why  He  chose    To    suf  -  fer    and    to    die; 
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But   this    I  know,  there  tills  my  soul     A    strange  and  tran-quil    rest. 

My  wear-y    soul    no  Ion  -ger  thirsts,  Nor  am       I     sad  and  lone. 

That  caused  my  dark-est  in  -  most  self    With  beams  of  hope   to    shine. 

But     if      I     suf  -  fer  here  with  Him,  I'll    reign  with  Him   on     high. 
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There's  a       deep     set  -  tied  peace    in     my       soul, 
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in        my       soul, 


3E 


gS 


f=£ 


***** 


jmJ    J  J i ^ 

H Hj 2 m 


i 


tier 
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bil  -  lows  of  sin  near  me    roll,         He     a  -  bides,     Christ  a  -  bides 
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No.  57. 


Someone  is  Looking  to  You. 


W.  M.  Llghthall. 


COPYRIGHT,   1006,   BY  CHA8.  H.  GABRIEL. 
E.  O.  EXCELL,  OWNER. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  Let  your  light  shine  where-so-e'er    you   go,    Some-one  is  look-ing  to 

2.  Some-one  is   grop  -  ing    his  way    to    God,  Some-one  is  look-ing  to 

3.  Some-one  your  coun-sel   will  sure  -  ly    take,  Some-one  is  look-ing  to 

4.  Some-one  has    al  -  most  ac  -  cept  -  ed  Him,  Some-one  is  look-ing  to 
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Some-one 

IS 

you! 
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you!       Look-ing      to    you,    yes,   look-ing      to    you! 
-•-.   -»-  -0-     -o-.    ■»-     -0- 


^ 


v-b- 


£= 


^=*= 


fct 


U 


-ft-»- 


Let    your  light  shine 


the    dark -ness  through;    0 
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loy  -  al,     and    true,     For  some-one      is     look-ing      to       you! 
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No.  58. 


fill  Me  with  Thy  Love. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


COPYRIGHT,  U00,  BY  LIZZIE  E.  6WENEV. 
E.  O.   EXCELL,  OWNER. 


Jno.  R,  Sweney. 
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1.  Emp-tyme  of  self,    my  gracious  Lord,     Take   a -way  all  hindrance 

2.  Emp  -ty  me  of  self,  that  Thoumayst  see    Thine  own  ho  -  ly  like  -  ness 

3.  Emp  -  ty  me  of  self,  that     I    may   give    Wit  -  ness  to  the  faith  by 

4.  Emp-ty  me  of  self,  that     I    may   bring  Glad  and  read-yserv-  ice 
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to        Thy  word,  Bring   my  will    with  Thine    in     sweet  ac  -  cord, 

formed  in     me,     Con  -  se  -  crat  -  ed     fnl    -   ly,    Lord,  to    Thee, 

which     I     live,    Wit  -  ness    to      the    bless  -  ings      I  re  -  ceive, 

to         my  King,   Sweet -est   hal  -   le  -  In  -    jahs   then  I'll    sing; 
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Fill    me  with  Thy  love.      Emp  -  ty  me   of  self,  al  -  might  -  y  Sav  -  ior, 
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Emp  -  ty  me    of   self    and    lift     my  heart   a  -  bove;     Fill  me  with  Thy 

-J A  JS  A  J 


gBfjfegr^^ 


13= 


tz=P= 


S 


4=£ 


1? ?" 


f 


at 


bless  -  ed     Ho  -  ly       Spir  -  it,         Fill     me     with    Thy    love. 


iei 


r 


3Ee£ 


3 


No.  59. 


Christ  Receiveth  Sinful  Men. 


Arr.  from  Neumaster. 
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1.  Sin  -  ners  Je  -  sus  will    re-ceive:  Sound  this  word    of  grace  to     all 

2.  Come,  and  He     will  give  you    rest;   Trust  Him,  for    His  word    is   plain; 

3.  Now  my  heart    con-demnsme  not,    Pure    be -fore    the  law     I    stand; 

4.  Christ  re  -  ceiv  -  eth  sin  -  ful    men,      E  -  ven    me    with  all     my    sin; 
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Who  theheav'n-ly    path-way  leave,    All    who    lin  -  ger,    all    who  fall. 
He    will  take     the    sin  -  ful  -  est;    Christ  re  -  ceiv  -  eth     sin  -  ful  men. 
He  who  cleansed  me  from    all    spot,    Sat  -  is  -  fied     its     last    de-mand. 
Purgedfromev-'ry  spot  and  stain,  Heav'n  with  Him    I       en-  ter     in. 


fc=i 


T— r~r 


:t 


-W-5 — #- 


:i 1 E 


Refrain. 
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Sing     it  o'er 
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Sing    it    o'er     a -gain:  Christ  re- 
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ceiv  -  eth  sin  -  ful  men,      Christ  re  -  ceiv-eth  sin  •  ful  men;  Make  the  message  plain 
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clear  and   plain:     .      .      .  Christ  re  -  ceiv    -  eth 

Make  the  mes-sage  plain:  Christ   re  -  ceiv  -  eth 
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No.  60. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby 


Gleft  for  Me. 

COPYRIGHT,   1878,   BY  T.  C.  O'KANE. 
BY    PERMISSION. 


T.  C.  O'Kane. 


0.r.V      ,   I,       i,     .      11  I J        I.  Jll^h^Bj 


1.  Might- y  Rock,  whose  tow'ring  form  Looks  a  -  bove  thefrown-ing    storm, 

2.  Of      the  springs  that  from  thee  burst     Let  me  drink, and  quench  my  thirst; 

3.  Might-y  Rock,  the  pil-grim'shome,  Ref-uge  from  the  bil- low's  foam, 

4.  When  I    near    the  stream  of  death,  When    I    feel    its  chill  -  y     breath, 
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ow  now  I    haste, 

ow  let  me    rest, 

ow  let  me    rest, 

ow  let  me   hide. 


Rock    a  -  mid    the    des  -  ert  waste,  To  thy  shad 

Wear  -  y,  faint  -ing,  toil  -  op-pressed,  In  thy  shad  > 

Rock,  by  count  -  less  mil -lions  blest,  In  thy  shad 

Rock,  where  all    my  hopes    a  -  bide,  In  thy  shad 
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Un  -  to     Thee,    un  -  to  Thee,     Pre-cious  Sav  -  ior,  now     I 
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"Rock  of     A  -  ges,  cleft  for   me,      Let   me  hide    my -self    in    Thee." 
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No.  61.  Grace,  Enough  for  Me. 

WORDS  AND  MUSIC  COPYRIGHT,  1906,  BY  E.   O.  EXCE4.L. 
E.  O.  E.  INTERNATIONAL  COPYRIGHT  SECURED. 
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1.  In      look  -  ing  thro'    my  tears  one  day,     I    saw  Mount  Cal  -  va  -  ry 

2.  While  stand -ing  there,  my   trembling  heart,   Once  full   of    ag    -    o-ny 

3.  When    I       be  -  held  my  ev  -  'ry      sin      Nailed  to  the   cru  -  el  tree 

4.  When    I        am  safe  with -in    the     veil,    My    por  -  tion  there  will  be 
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Beneath  the  cross  there  flowed  a  stream  Of  grace,  enough  for  me. 

Could  scarce  be-lieve  the  sight   I    saw   Of  grace,  enough  for  me. (enough  forme.) 

I   felt     a  flood  go  thro'   my  soul    Of  grace,  enough  for  me. 

To  sing  thro'  all  the  years  to  come    Of  grace,  enough  for  me. 
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Chorus. 


Grace  is  flowing  from  Cal-va-ry,  Grace  as  fathomless  as  the  sea, 

Grace  is        flow-ing  from  Cal-va-ry,  for  me,  Grace  as         fath-om-Iess    as  the  roll-ing  sea. 
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Grace  for  time  and  e-ter-ni-ty,  ....    Grace,  .     enough  for  me. 

Grace  for      time    and    e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty,     A-bun-dant  grace  I  see.      e-nough    for     me. 
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He  Loved  Me  So. 

"Th9  greatest  of  these  is  love."  Cor.  13-18. 

BY  PER    J.  Q.   DAILEY.  OWNER  OF  COPYRIGHT. 


J    Q.Dailey. 
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1.  Why  did    my  Savior  come  to    earth, 

2.  Why  did    He  drink  the  bit  -  ter   cup 

3.  And  now  He  bids   me  look  and  live, 

4.  Till    Je  -  sus  comes,  I'll  sing  His  praise, 


And  to    the  hum-ble  go? 

Of  sor-row,  pain  and  woe? 
And    by   His  grace  to    know, 

And  then  to    glo  -  ry  go; 


Why  did     He  choose  a     low  ••  ly  birth? 

Why  on      the  cross  He    lift  -  ed  up? 

A     home    in  glo  -  ry     He    will  give, 

And  reign  with  Him  thro'  end -less  days, 


Be  -  cause  He  loved  me  so  J 

Be  -  cause  He  loved  me  so! 

Be  -  cause  He  loved  me  sol 

Be  -  cause  Ho  loved  me  so. 
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Chorus. 
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He    loved   ...    me   so,  He  loved    ...     me    so, 

He    loved,  He    loved   me    so,  He   loved.  He    loved      me     so 
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He   gave   His  precious  life  for   me,  for  me,  Be- cause,  He  loved  me  so. 
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No.  63. 


The  Bible. 


B.  Barton. 


COPYRIGHT,    1887.   Br  E.  O.  EXCELL. 
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1.  Lamp  of    our  feet,  where-by  we  trace  Our  path  when  apt  to   stray; 

2.  Bread  of    our  souls,  where  on  we  feed,  True  man  -  na  from  on  high; 

3.  Word  of    the  ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing  God,  Will    of     His  glo-rious  Son; 

4.  Lord, grant  us  all       a  -  right  to  learn  The    wis  -  dom   it    im-  parts, 
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Stream  from  the  fount  'of  heav'n  -  ly  grace,  Brook  by  the  trav  -  'ler's  way. 
Our  guide  and  chart,  where  -  in  we  read  Of  realms  be  -  yond  the  sky. 
With  -  out  Thee  how  could  earth  be  trod,  Or  heav'n  it  -  self  be  won? 
And     to     its     heav'n-ly  teach-ings  turn   With  sim- pie,    child  -  like  hearts. 
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Chorus. 
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Beau    -    -    ti  -  ful  Lamp;       Bright-ly  shine  ...    on  the  way,  .  .  . 

Beau  -  ti  -  ful  Lamp,  Beau  -  ti  -  ful  Lamp,  Shine  on  the  way,  Shine  on  the  way. 
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Guid  -   -  ing  the  soul,  ...    To  the  man  -  -  .  sions  of  day.  .  .  . 

Guid-ing  the  soul,  Guid-ing  the  soul  To  the  man-sions  of  day,  To  the  man-sions  of  day. 
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There's  Music  in  the  Name. 

COPYRIGHT,    1903,   BY  L.  E     JONES. 


L.  E.  Jones. 
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1.  To  mor-talears,  the  dear -est  word,  None  else  so  sweet    as  Christ  the  Lord; 

2.  He  soothes  the  sor-row,  calms  the  fear;  He  speaks,  and  troub-les  dis  -  ap-pear; 

3.  He  gives  the  wear  -  y    per  -  feet  rest;  The  soul  where-in    He  dwells  is  blest; 
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Each  tongue  His  praise  should  gladly  sing,  AndcrownHimMas-ter,LordandKing. 
The  heartthate'er  in  Him  doth  dwell,  Can  say,  re-  joic-ing,  "AlP'is  well. 
He     sets  the  sin-bound  cap-tive  free,  Gives  per -feet  joy  and  lib  -  er-ty. 
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Chorus.    Faster. 
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Je-sus,  Je-sus,  bless-ed   be  the  name;  Je-sus, 

Je  -  sns,  bless  -  ed    Je  -  sus,     bless-ed     be     His    ho  -  ly  name;  Je  -  sus,  bless-ed 
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Je-sus,    downfromheav'nHecame; 

Je  -   sus,        down   from    heav'n  in     love    He   came; 
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Je  -  sus,  Je  - 

Je  -  sus,  bless  -  ed       Je  - 
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ev-'ryday  the  same;      There's  mu-sic    in 

ev  -  'ry  day    He's  just  the  same;  There's  mu-sic     in 
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the  bless  -  ed  name  of       Je  - 
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No.  65,        Tell  Me  the  Story  of  Jesus. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


p^^^M 


COPYRIGHT,   1880,   BY  JOHN  J.  HOOD. 
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1.  Tell    me  the  sto  -  ry    of    Je  -  sus,   Write  on    my  heart  ev  -  'ry  word, 

2.  Fast-ing    a-lone    in  the  des  -  ert,     Tell     of    the  days  that  He  passed, 

3.  Tell    of  the  cross  where  they  nailed  Him,  Writhing  in  an-guishand  pain, 
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Ceo.— Tell  me  the  sto  -  ry    of  Je  -  sus,  Write  on  my  heart  ev  - 'ry  word, 
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Tell    me    the  stc  -  ry  most  pre  -  cious,  Sweet-est  that  ev  -  er   was  heard; 
How  for   our  sins  He  was  tempt-ed,     Yet  was  tri-um-phant  at   last; 
Tell    of    the  grave  where  they  laid  Him,   Tell  how  He  liv  -  eth     a -gain; 
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Tell  me   the  sto  -  ry  most  pre-cious,  Sweet-est  that  ev  -  er   was  heard. 
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Tell  how  the  an-  gels,  in    cho  -  rus,     Sang,  as  they  welcomed  His  birth, — 
Tell    of    the  years  of   His   la  -  bor,      Tell    of    the  sor  -  rows  He  bore; 
Love  in    the  sto  -  ry,  so    ten  -  der,    Clear  -  cr  than  ev  -  er      I     see; 
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Glo  -  ry     to  God   in    the  high  -  est!  Peace  and  good  ti-dings  to  earth. 

He    was  de-spised and  af-flict  -  ed,   Home-less,  re- ject-ed,  and  poor. 

Stay,  let   me  weep  while  you  whis- per,  Love  paid  the  ran-som  for  me. 
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1.  Raise  the  stand-ard  high,  Sa  -  tan's  host  de  -  fy,  Press    to     vie  -  to  -ry 

2.  Trust-ing  hour    by  hour    In     His  might-y  pow'r,  Learning    more  and  more 

3.  Then    in    that  fair  land,   At    our  King's  right  hand  We   for    aye  shall  stand, 
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In     His  name;  Praise  your  Lord  and  King,  Shout,  rejoice  and  sing,  Sing  aloud  ho- 
Of     His  grace,     Till    the  foe    re-treat,  And  at    Je  -  sus'  feet  We  will  lay  our 
Vic  -  fry  won;    Clad    in  robes  of  light,  Spot-less  in  His  sight,  We  shall  reign  for- 


£ — L — p^-£=p— IC  I  &g  r  lt~u  ra 


F5 


Chorus. 


I 


j  j  n  j  \ 


£^i 


^¥ 


san  -  na,  Je-sus'  pow'r  proclaim. 

tro-phies  down  and  see  His  face.  Raise  the  ban-ner,  shout  a  -  loud  ho-san  -  na, 

ev  -  er,  shin-ing    as  the    sun. 
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Bring  your    tro-phies    to    the  King    of    kings;  Fight    on    fear- less -ly, 
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Press    to    vie  -  to  -  ry,     Till  the  vault  of  heav-en  with  your  tri  -  umph  rings. 
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COPYRIGHT,  1900,   BY  E.  O.   EXCELL. 

WORDS    AND   MUSIC. 


Chas.  M.  Davis. 


£ 


£ 


£ 


^^^^m 


t=^F^ 


^E 


1.  Dark  the  way  and  drear  -  y,     Sad  the  heart  and  wea  -  ry,    Toil  -  ing  all     a- 

2.  Earth  is  filled  with  sad-ness,  We  should  make  it  glad-ness,  And  our  lives  like 

3.  Speaking  words  for  Je  -  sus,  Foll'wing  paths  that  lead  us       In  -  to  plac-es 
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long  life's  bus  -  y,  rug-ged  way;  But  kind  words  and  fac  -  es  Bright-en 
rays  of  sun-shine  ev  -  er  be;  On  the  road  we're  journ'ying, There  is 
where  His  name  is     nev  -  er      heard;  Guid-ing  those  who  wan-der,     To    the 
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home  up  yon 


-  es,  And  the  h  art  is  gladdened  by  a  cheer-ful  ray. 
ing,  Let  us  not  neg-lect  an  op  -  por -tu  -  ni  -  ty. 
der,  Teach-ing  them  tha  bless-ed    sun-shine    of    His    love. 
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1.  Un  -  spot-ted   is     the  fear     of  God,  And    ev  -  er   doth  en  -  dure; 

2.  They  more  thangold,  yea,  much  fine  gold,   To     be     de  -  sir  -  ed     are; 

3.  More-o  -  ver,  they  Thy  serv  -  ant  warn,  How   he     his   life  should  frame; 

4.  Who  can    His  er  -  rors  un  -  der-stand?  From  se  -  cret  faults  me    cleanse; 

5.  And  do     not  suf  -  fer  them    to  have    Do  -  min-ion    o  -  ver     me; 
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The    judgments  of     the  Lord    are  truth,  And  right-eous-ness  most  pure. 
Than  hon  -  ey,  from  the  hon  -  ey-comb  That  drop-peth,  sweet -er     far. 
A      great  re  -ward  pro  -  vid  -  ed     is      For  them  that  keep    the    same. 
Thy   serv  -  ant  al  -  so  keep  Thou  back  From  all     pre-sump-tuous  sins. 
I        shall   be  righteous,  then,  and  from  The  great  trans-gres-sion   free. 
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'0     how    love  I  Thy  law,    0    how 


love    I  Thy  law;  It    is  mymed-  i 
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ta  -  tion      all 


the     day;        0    how    love    I  Thy  law,      0    how 
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love  I  Thy  law;   It   is  my  med  -  i  -  ta  ■ 
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Some  sweet  day  I  shall  en  -  ter    a  place,  When  the  work  of  my  life  shall  be 
Yes,  the  bur-  dens  of  life   can  be  borne,  When  I    think  of  the  prize  to    be 

3.  I        can  peace-ful  -ly  welcome  the  night  When  the  hours  of  my  life  shall  be 

4.  0    what  joy!  mortal  tongue  can-not  tell,  With  e  -  ter  -  ni-ty    on  -  ly  be- 
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done"]*  A         place  that  is  filled  with  His  mar- vel -ous  grace,  In  the 

won;  Of  the  beau  -  ti  - ful  robe  and  the  crown  to    be  worn,  In  the 

run;  It  will  bring  me  no  grief,  but    su  -  per  -  nal     de  -  light  In  the 

gun,  One  an  -  oth  -  er  to  meet, with  the  Sav  -  ior  to    dwell,    In  the 
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land     of  the  Un  -  set  -  ting  Sun.  1  shall  dwell   in  the  Land  of  De 
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light When  my  j  ourney  on  earth  has  been  run ; In  the  land  where  there 

of    de-li^ht  jour       -       ney  on  earth  has  been  run; 
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eth  no   sor-row,  no  night,  In   the  land    of  the  Un  -  set  -  ting  Sun. 
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The  Blood  My  Only  Plea. 
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1.  I've  been   to  Je-sus  for    a    heart  like  snow,  The  blood,  the  blood,  my 

2.  The  stains  of  e-  vil  have  been  washed  a -way,  The  blood,  the  blood,  my 

3.  In  -  stead  of  striv-ing    I  have  per -feet  peace,  The  blood,  the  blood,  my 

4.  I'm  bound  for  glo  -  ry,    I  would  dwell  up  there,  The  blood,  the  blood,  my 
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on  -  ly  plea;    A  -  bid  -  ing      ev  -  er  where    its      wa  -  ters    flow, 

on  -  ly  plea;     I      live     for  Je  -  sus,  and     His   word  o  -  bey, 

on  -  ly  plea;  From  chains  of        e  -  vil      I     have  found  re-  lease, 

on  -  ly  plea;  'Tis    not      by  mer  -  it    that     its     joys  I'll    share, 
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The  blood,   the  blood,    it  cleans  -  eth  me.       0     the  blood,  the  blood, 
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on  -    ly      plea,    The    blood    of      Je    -  sus  cleans -eth     me;      0 
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blood,  the  blood,  my    on -ly  plea,    Hal      -      le  -  lu-jah!  it  cleanseth 

Glo  -  ry,  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah! 
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1.  Times  of  re-fresh-ing  are  com-ing,  Show-ers  from  heaven    a  -  bove; 

2.  Times  of  re-fresh-ing  are  com-ing,  'Tis  the  sure  promise  of     God; 

3.  Times  of  re-fresh-ing  are  com-ing,  Send    it    up  -  on  us,  we     pray; 

4.  Times  of  re-fresh-ing  are  com-ing,  Com-ing  up  -  on   us  this    hour; 
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Give  the  LordJe-sus  a  wel  -  come,  Give  Him  the  best  of  thy  love. 
Tar-ry  in  faith  and  sub- mis  -  sion,  He'll  bring  the  ful-ness  of  love. 
Out  of  the  mist  and  the  dark  -  ness,  Dawn-eth  the  long-promised  day. 
Down  from  the  heights  of  Mount  Calv'ry,  Flood-tides  of  glo  -  ry  and  pow'r. 
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i^ 


fe^ 


J^^ 


3=2 


*Trta 


Times . 

Times     of 


of      re  -  fresh      -      -       ing,      Send     us     the 

re   -   fresh  -  ing       are       com  -  ing       to    -    day,  Send       us        the 
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trust  -  ing  -  ly     pray,    Send  them  up  -  on      us      to  -  day . 

up  -  on      us     to     day. 
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Let  Him  In. 
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1.  There's  a  Strang-er    at    the  door, 

2.  0  -   pen  now  to   Him  your  heart, 

3.  Hear  you  now  His  lov  -  ing  voice? 

4.  Now  ad  -  mit  the  heav'n-ly  Guest 
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Let  the  Sav  -  ior  in, 
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lie  has  been  there  oft  be  -  fore, 
If   you  wait   He     will  de  -  part, 
Now,  oh,  now  make  Him  your  choice, 
He  will  make  for  you    a    feast, 
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Let  the  Sav -ior  in, 
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Let  Him  in,    ere  He    is     gone,  Let  Him   in,    the    Ho  -  ly     One, 

Let  Him  in,    He    is    your  friend,  He  your  soul  will  sure   de  -   fend, 

He     is  stand-ing    at    your  door,  Joy    to     you    He    will     re  -  store, 

He  will  speak  your  sins  for  -  giv'n,  And  when  earth  ties  all    are    riv'n, 
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Je  -  sus  Christ, the  Fa-ther's  Son, 
He  will  keep  you  to  the  end, 
And  His  name  you  will  a  -  dore, 
He  will  take  you  home  to  heav'n, 
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Him  in. 

Him  in. 

Him  in. 

Him  in. 


Let  the  Sav  -  ior  in. 


?■> 


I 


te?; 


St 


:k=tc 


l"  1/  P  U 


t=Ft= 


No.  73. 


Nina  Clarke. 


Since  the  Gomforter  Game. 
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1.  I     know  my  sins  are  washed  a-way,  Since 

2.  In  Christ     I    have   a  -  bid  -  ing  peace,  Since 

3.  I     have     a     joy    no  tongue  can  tell,  Since 

4.  My  Sav  -  ior  ev  -   'ry  need  sup  -  plies,  Since 
Is 


the  Com-fort 
the  Com-fort 
the  Com-fort  ■ 
the  Com-fort 
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er  came, 
er  came, 
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My  Sav  -  ior  keeps  me  day    by  day,  Since  the  Com 

From  hour  to   hour     it  doth  in-crease,  Since  the  Com 

His    love  and  grace  with -in  me  dwell,  Since  the  Com 

No    oth  -  er  name  so  sat  -   is  -  lies,  Since  the  Com 
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came; 
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came; 
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Life's  du  -  ty   once    was  toil  to    me,  In    them   I    now     a  pleas-ure 

A    calm   and  most    de  -  light-  ful   rest  Falls  gen  -  tly  on    my  wea  -  ry 

Where  once  was  sor  -  row,  is  de  -light;  And  bright-est  day  where  once  was 

When  most  I    need  Him,  He  is    near,  And  num-bers   ev  -   'ry  fall -ing 
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see;  From  sin's  dread  bond-age  I  am  free, 
breast;  My  life  in  Him  is  rich  -  ly  blest, 
night;  Faith  gives  to  me  a  heav'n-ly  sight, 
tear;    Like  Him  some  day    I  shall  ap-pear, 
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Since  the  Com-fort-er  came. 
Since  the  Com-fort-er  came. 
Sinco  the  Com-fort-er  came. 
Since  the  Com-fort-er  came. 
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What  More  Gan  He  Do. 
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1.  0     lost  ones,  in   dan-ger    no   long  -  er  re-mainl 

2.  He  calls  thro'  the  Gos- pel,   re -pent  and  be-lieve; 

3.  Ho  calls  thro'  His  mer  -  cy,   and  still  you  de  -  lay; 

4.  0   haste,  He   is  wait-ing,   you  can  -  not  re  -  fuse 


The  Sav  -  iour  is 
He  calls  and  en- 
He  calls  by  His 
The  way  of  sal- 
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call-ing     a  -  gain     and  a  -  gain;      Ke  -  mem-ber  the  an-guish  He 

treats  you  His  grace   to  re  -  ceive;     He     of  -  fers  full  par-don,  and 

Spir-it,  you  grieve  Him  a  -   way;    Ah,  soon  your  pro  -  ba  -  tion  per- 

va-tionwith  glad  -  ness  to    choose  1  His  blood  of     a-tone-ment    is 
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suf-fered  for  you;    His   life  paid  your  ran-som— what  more  can  He  do? 
on  -  ly    de-mands  Tour  lov  -  ing   sub-miss -ion  to      all    He  commands, 
haps  may  be  o'er,  And  then  your  Ee-deem  -  er    will  call    you  no  morel 
flow -ing  for  you,     He   of -fers     it  free  -  ly— what  more  can  He    do? 
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D.  S. — .Hi's  ii/e  paid  your  ran-som— what  more  can   He     do? 
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What  more  can  He  do,  what  more  can  He  do— His  hands  and  His  feet  to   the 
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cross  nailed  for  you?  What  more  can  He  do,     what  mora  can    He   do— 
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Keep  on  Believing. 
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1.  When  you  feel  weak-est,    dan-gers  sur-  round;    Sub -tie    temp-ta  -  tions, 

2.  If         all  were  eas  -  y,       if    all  were  bright,  Where  would  the  cross  be? 

3.  God      is  your  wis  -  dom;  Gcd  is  your  might;  God's  ev  -  er   near  you, 

4.  Let      us  press  on,   then;  nev-er    de  -  spair:— Live    a  -  bove  feel  -  ing, 
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troub-les  a -bound;  Nothing  seems  hopeful,  nothing  seems  glad;  All  is  de- 
where  would  the  fight?  But  in  the  hardness,  God  gives  to  you  Chan-ces  for 
guid-  ing  you  right;  He  understands  you,  knows  all  your  need; Trusting  in 
vie  -  to  -  ry's  there;    Je-sus  can  keep  us       so  near  to  Him,  That  nev-er- 
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spair  -  ing,    oft  -  en-times  sad: — 

prov-ing    what  He  can    do.     1.  Keep  on 

Him,  you'll  sure- ly  suc-ceed.  2.  Keep  on 

more  our    faith  shall  grow  dim.  ^ 


be-liev  -  ing, 
re-joic  -  ing, 
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Je-sus  is  near; 
Je-sus  is  near; 
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Keep  on  be  -  liev-mg,  there's  nothing  to 
Keep  on  re  -  joic-ing,  there's  nothing  to 


fear;    Keep 
fear;     Keep 


on  be-liev  -  ing, 
on  re-joic  -  ing, 
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this    is     the     way,    Faith  in    the 
this    is     the     way,   Songs  in    the 
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night 
night 


as       well 
as       well 


as    the    day. 
as    the    day. 
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Message  of  Peace. 

COPYRIGHT,    1909,    BY    GEORGE    E.    BULA. 
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Pantile  Birdsall  Bula. 

Is    Is    rs 


1.  "Peace  on  earth,  "the  an-gels  sang, 

2.  Peace  on  earth  Christ  came  to  bring,— 

3.  Sing  His  praise  from  shore  to  shore; 

the   an  -  gels  sang. 


T 

While  with  joy  the  cho  -  rus 

Peace  to  this  dark  world  of 

Let  all  na-tions  Christ  a- 
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rang; 

sin; 

dore; 

the    cho  -  rus  rang: 


Heav-en  hailed  the  glo-rious  morn, 
Let  each  heart  take  up  the  strain: 
Sing    it    o'er  and  o'er    a  -  gain: 

the    glo-rious  morn, 
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Chorus. 


\i   u 


¥ 


^m 


m 


$ 


i 


¥ 


^  2  *  *  rrff 

When  in  Bethl'em  Christ  was  born.      Tell,  oh,  tell  the  wondrous  sto  -   ry; 

1 ' Christ , our  Lord ,  has  come  to  reign. ' ' 

"Peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men!"    Tell,  oh,    tell        the         won-drous  sto-ry: 
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Sing  of  Christ,  the  King  of   glo    -     ry;         Shout  the  gos  -  pel  news  from 

Sing    of     Christ,  the  King    of    glo  -  ry: 
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shore  to    shore,    Let    all  na-tions  now  our  Christ  a-dore  (onr  Christ  a  -  dore)! 
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No.  77.  Jesus  Shall  My  Pilot  Be. 

L.  E.  J.  COPYRIGHT,   1903,   BY  L.  E.  JONES. 


L.  E    Jones. 
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1.  Je-susshallmyPi-lot  be,  As    I  sail  life's  troubled  sea; 

2.  He  doth  safely  keep  my  soul,  Tho'  life's  mighty  bil-lows  roll; 

3.  In    the  har-bor  of  the  sky,  I  shall  anchor  by  and  by, 

1.       Je      -      sus  shall  my  Pilot  be,     As  I  sail  life's  troubled  sea; 
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Rocks  and  storms  I  fear  no  more ,  He       will  guide  me  to  the  shore . 

Rocks         and.  storms  I  fear  no  more,  He  will  safely  guide  the  heav'nly  shore. 

Soon  the  ha-ven  I    shall  see,  For      my  Sav-ior  pi-lots  me. 

Soon  the  haven  I  shall  see,   For  my  blessed  Sav-ior  He  pi-lots  me. 

There  with  ransomed  ones  to  sing,  Prais-ing  Je-sus,  Lord  and  King. 

There  with  ransomed  ones  to  sing,  Praising  Jesus,  blessed  our  Lord  and  King. 
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-ed    Pi    -  lot,  heav'n-ly  Pi    -    lot,  Je  -  sus 

Je-sus  is    my  Pi  -  lot,  Bless-ed,  heav'nly  Pi  -  lot,         Je- 
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shall 

sus 


my  Pi -lot    be;  Bless-ed     Pi    -    lot,  heav'n-ly 

shall  my    Pi  -  lot    be;  Bless-ed,  heav'nly    Pi  -  lot, 
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lot,  He         shall  guide  me  o'er  life's  sea. 

ed,  heav'n-ly  Pi  -  lot,        He  shall  safely  life's  troubled  sea. 
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No.  78.       Hell  Never  Forget  to  Keep  Me. 


F.  A.  G. 


COPYRIGHT,   1809,   BY  F    A.  GRAVES. 
USED  BY  PERMISSION 


F.  A.  Graves. 


Duet.  Tenor  and  Alto. 
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1.  My  Fa-tber  has  man-y  dear  chil-dren;  Will  He  ev-er  for-get  to  keep  me? 

2.  Our  Fa-ther  re-mem-bers  the  sparrows,  Their  val-ue  and  fall  He  doth  see; 

3.  The  words  of  the  Lord  are  so  price-less,    How  patient  and  watchful  is  He; 

4.  I    now  will  a -bide  in  His  shad-ow,  Nev-er  restless  nor  fear-ful  will  be; 

5.  0  broth-er,  why  don't  you  accept  Him?  He    of-fers  sal-va-tion  so     free; 
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He  gave  His  own  Son  to  redeem  them,  And  He  cannot  for-get  to  keep  me. 
But  dear  -  er  to  Him  are  His  children ,  And  He  '11  never  for-get  to  keep  me . 
Tho'  moth-er  for  -  get  her  own  off-spring,  Yet  He'll  never  for-get  to  keep  me. 
In  the  secret  of  His  presence  He  '11  hide  me ,  And  He'll  never  for-get  to  keep  me. 
Re  -  pent,  and  be  -  lieve,  and  o  -bey  Him,  And  He'll  never  for-get  to  keep  thee. 
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He'll  never  forget  to  keep  me  (keep  me),  He'll  never  for-get  to  keep  me  (keep  me); 
He '11  never  forget  to  keep  me  (keep  me),  He'll  never  for-get  to  keep  me  (keep  me); 
He'll  never  forget  to  keep  me  (keep  me),  He'll  never  for-get  to  keep  me  (keep  me); 
He'll  never  forget  to  keep  me  (keep  me),  He'll  never  for-get  to  keep  me  (keep  me); 
He'll  never  forget  to  keep  thee  (keep  thee),  He'll  never  for-get  to  keep  thee  (keep  thee); 


He  gave  His  own  Son  to  redeem  them 
But  dear-er  to  Him  are  His  children, 
Tho'  moth-er  for-get  her  own  off-spring 
In  the  secret  of  His  presence  He  '11  hide  me , 
Ite- pent,  and be-lieve,  and  o-bey Him 


,  And  He  cannot  forget  to  keep  me. 
And  He'll  never  forget  to  keep  me. 
, Yet  He'll  never  forget  to  keep  me. 
And  He'll  never  forget  to  keep  me. 
And  He'll  never  forget  to  keep  thee. 
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No.  79. 


W.  H.  Clark. 


Keep  Pressing  Ri£ht  On. 

COPYRIGHT,    1909,   BY  W,  B     ROSE,  AGENT. 
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1.  Wouldst  thou  strengthen  thy  soul  for    life's  stem  en-deav-or,    Cou- 

2.  Keep     press  -  ing    right  on  when  the    way     is  the  dark  -  est,   And 

3.  Keep     press  -  ing   right  on,    for  the    Sav  -  ior  is    near   thee;  He 

4.  Keep     press  -  ing    right  on,    for  the  crown    is        a  -  wait  -  ing,  And 
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ra  -  geous-ly  meet  all    thy  foes  with  a  song;  Tho' man-y  and  fierce,  thou  canst 
when  the  great  sea  -  bil  -  lows  roll  o'er  thy  head;  When  friends  are  forsaking,  and 
hear -eth  thy  cry,  and    He  know-eth  thy  fears;  His  arm  is    all-pow  -  er-ful, 
splendors  un  -  told   in     the    cit  -  y     a -bide;  And  swift- roll -ing  a  -  ges  its 
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still  o  -  ver-come  them,  Take  this  for    thy  mot  -  to, '  'Keep  pressing  right  on. " 

foes  are  com -bin- ing,  And  all    of  earth's  pleasuri  are  with-ered  and  dead. 

He  will    up -hold  thee;  The  light  of     His  smile  makes  a  bow    of  thy  tears, 

joys  are    en  -  hanc-ing,  Where  Christ  keeps  His  own,  sheltered  close  by  His  side. 
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Yes,  ev  -  er  keep  pressing  right  on;  Yes,  ev  -  er  keep  press-ing  right  on. 
Faint  not,  but  keep  pressing  right  on;  Faint  not,  but  keep  press-ing  right  on. 
Keep  joy-ous-ly  pressing  right  on;  Keep  joy- ous  -  ly  press-ing  right  on. 
Till  He  calls  thee,  keep  pressing  right  on;  Till  He  calls  thee,  keep  press-ing  right  on. 
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No.  80.  The  Blood  is  All  My  Plea. 

COPYRIGHT,   1884,  Br  E.  O.   EXCELL, 
WORDS  AND  MUSIC. 


Rev.  F.  C.  Baker. 


E.  F.  Miller. 
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1.  I      knew  that  God  in    His  Word  had   spoken,  The  pow'r  of   sin     can 

2.  Must  I      go      on      in  sin       and   sorrow,  To  -  day     in   sunshine, 

3.  With  anguish  wrung,  I         cried,  "My  Lord,      13    there  not  pow'r  in 

4.  "Oh,  yes,  the  blood    ap    -    plied   with  -  in    Will  cleanse  your  heart  from 
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all  be    brok  -  en,  The    heart  held    cap  -  tive    yet      be       free, 

clouds  to  -  mor  -    row?     First  I'm     sin  -  ning,  then      re  -  pent-ing, 

Je    -  sus'   blood        To     make  in      me        a      per  -  feet       cure, 

ev    -  'ry     sin,         And  wash      a  -  way  your  guilt    -   y        stains, 
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Lord,    is   this   bless  -  ing  not  for        me? 

Now       I'm      stub -born,  then  re  -  lent-ing.     The  blood  the  blood  is 

To   cleanse  my  heart  and  keep  it       pure?" 

And  cleanse  till  not     one  spot  re   -  mains." 
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all  my  plea,  Hal-le-lu-jah!  it  cleanseth  me;   Hal-le-lu-jah!  it  cleanseth  me. 


No.  81. 


Where  We'll  Never  Grow  Old. 


Rev.  W.  W.  Baily. 


COPYRIGHT,  1886.  BY '.  N    McHOSE. 
COPYRIGHT,  18(4,  BY  E.  O.  EXCELL,  OWNER. 
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1.  0     have  you  not  heard  of  that  coun-try     a  -  bove,  The  name  ol    its 

2.  A      man-sion  of    won-der  -  ful  beau-ty     is  there,  And  Je  -  sus  that 

3.  They  tell   me  its  friendships  and  love  are    so  pure,   Its  joys  nev  -  er 

4.  In    life's  wea-ry  conflicts, there's  fainting  and  care,   Each  year  the  gray 
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King  and  His  in  -  fi-nite  love?  His  chil-dren  are  deathless  and  hap-py  I'm 

man-sion  has  gone  to  prepare;  Its  bright  jas-per  walls  how  1  long    to   be- 

die,  and  its  treasures  are  sure;  And  loved  ones  depart-ed,  so     si  -  lent  and 

deep-ens    a  shade  in  the  hair;  But   in  the  blest  book  where  my  name  is  en- 
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D.  S. — It  glad-dens  my  heart  with  a  joy  that's  un- 
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told;    Oh,  will     it    a  -  bide — will  we  nev-er  grow  old? 

hold,  And  join    in  the  song  that  will  nev-er  grow  old.    'Twill  al-ways  be 

cold,  Will  greet  us  a  -  gain  where  we'll  never  grow  old. 

rolled,  I    read    of  that  land  where  we'll  never  grow  old. 
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told,     To  think  of  that  land  where  we'll  nev-er  grow  old. 
Chorus. 
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new,    it  will  nev  -  er  de-cay;  No  night  ev  -  er  comes, it  will  al  -  ways  be  day; 
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No.  82.       I  Know  Whom  I  Have  Believed. 


El  Nathan. 

Moderate. 


COPYRIGHT,    1883  AND  1887,   BY  JAMES  MCGRANAHAN.   j  McdnUiahail. 
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I  know  not  why  God's  won-drous  grace   To    me 

I  know  not  how  this    sav  -  ing    faith    To    me 

I  know  not  how  the    Spir  -  it  moves,  Con-vine  • 

I  know  not  what  of    good    or       ill      May    be 

I  know  not  when  my  Lord  may  come,    At  night 
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He  hath  made 
He  did    im  - 
ing  men  of 
re-served  for 
or  noon-day 
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part, 
sin, 
me, 
fair, 
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Nor    why— un  -  wor-thy— Christ  in     love    Re-deemed  me  for    His  own. 

Nor    how    be  -  liev-ing     in     His  Word  Wrought  peace  within    my  heart. 

Re  -  veal -ing  Je  -  sus    thro'  the  Word,  Cre  -  at  -  ing  faith  in  Him. 

Of      wear  -  y    ways  or     gold  -  en  days,   Be  -  fore  His  face    I  see. 

Nor      if     I'll  walk  the    vale  with  Him,  Or  "  meet  Him  in      the  air." 


£_ 


tii 


5: 


£ 


fcfe 


f 


£ 


1 


m 


fr^E 


Chorus. 


f^4^h^zUMXU2i 


But  "Iknowwhom  I  have  be-liev-ed,   And  am  per-suad-ed    that  He    is 
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a-ble     To  keep  that  which  I've  committed  Un-to  Him  a-gainst  that  day." 
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No.  83.         Remember  the  Sabbath  Day. 


T.  H. 


COPYRIGHT,   1909,  BY  W.   B.   ROSE,  AGENT. 


Thoro  Harris. 
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1.  Re  -  mem-ber  thou  the    Sab-bath  day,  The    day    of     ho  -  ly     rest; 

2.  Re  -  mem-ber  thro' the    toil-some  week  The    day    thy  God  hath  made, 

3.  And  when  from  Hor-eb's  flam-ing  mount, 'Mid  maj  -  es  -  ty    and    awe, 

4.  He  claimed  the  day    of       sa  -  cred  rest,  The    sev-enth  day,  His    own, 

5.  For -bid  that  from  Thy    law,    0  Lord,  Thy  serv  -  ant  should  de  -  part; 
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To      God  thy  grate -ful    horn -age  pay,   For    'tis    di  -  vine  -  ly  blest. 

When  He  from  naught  the  heav'ns  did  speak,  And  earth's  foundation  laid. 

His      ten  commandments    to     re-count,  God  spake  His  ho   -  ly  law — 

The     day  He  sane  -  ti  -  fled  and  blest,  And  wrote  it     on     the  stone. 

But   write  Thy    ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing  word  Up  -  on    our  flesh  -  ly  heart. 
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Refrain. 
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Re-mem-ber,        re-mem-ber,        Re-mem-ber  the  Sab-bath  day, 

Re  -  mem  -  ber    thou    the    Sab  -  bath  day,  bless-ed  day, 
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Re  -  mem  -  ber 


the      Sab  -  bath      day. 
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To  keep  it    ho  -  ly  un-to    the  Lord;  Re-mem-ber    the  Sab-bath  day. 
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No.  84. 


a.  a.  y. 


God  Leads  Us  Alon&. 

COPYRIGHT,   1803,  BY  PURITY  PUBLISHING  CO. 
C.   F.   WEIGELE,  OWNER. 


Q.  A.  Young. 
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1.  In      sha  -  dy,  green  pas  -  tures,    so  rich    and  so    sweet, 

2.  Sometimes    on    the  mount  where  the  sun  shines  so    bright, 
8.  Tho'     sor  -  rows  be  -  fall        us    and  Sa    -  tan  op  -  pose, 
4.     A  -  way  from  the    mire,      and    a    -  way  from  the    clay 
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leads  His  dear  children  a  -  long,  Where  the  water's  cool  flow  bathe  the 
leads  His  dear  children  a  -  long,  Sometimes  in  the  val  -  ley  in  the 
leads  His  dear  children  a  -  long.  Through  grace  we  can  con-quer,  de- 
leads  His  dear  children  a  -  long.     A      -      way  up  in    glo  -  ry,     e- 
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wea  •  ry  ones'  feet,  God  leads  His  dear  chil  -  dren 

dark- est    of  night    God  leads  His  dear  chil  -  dren 

feat     all  our   foes,   God  leads  His  dear  chil  -  dren 

ter    -ni-ty'sday,   God  leads  His  dear  chil  -  dren 


a  -  long. 

a  -  long. 

a  -  long, 

a  -  long. 
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Some  thro'  the  waters,  some  thro'  the  flood,  Some  thro'  the  fire.but  all  thro'  the  Blood : 
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Some  thro' groat  sorrow,  but  God  gires  a  song,  In  the  nisrht  season  And  all  the  day  long. 
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That's  Enough  for  Me. 
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1.  I      do  not   ful  -  ly    com  -  pre-hend  The  mer  -  cy  shown  to    me; 

2.  So  dark  it   was   be  -  fore    He  came,  And  set      my  soul     a -glow; 

3.  I      do  not  know  how   it     was  done,  How  He     has  made  me  whole; 

4.  I      do  not  ask   to  know  the  way    He  did     His  work    of  grace, 
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I       on  -  ly  know  a  Gra-cious  Friend  Has  bro't  my  blindness   to    an  end, 
He    kin-died  there  a    sa-  cred  flame,  And  tho'    I  scarce-ly  knew  His  name, 
I       on  -  ly  know  the  night  is  gone  And  day     e-ter-nal    has  be -gun 
So   long   as  He    has  sent  the  ray,    By  which  my  spir  -  it     can  sur-vey 
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And   now, 
He     loves 
With  -  in 
The    beau 


thro'  Him,    I  see,    And  now,  thro' 

me— this      I  know,   He  loves   me— 

my  cloud  -  ed  soul,  With  -  in      my 

■  ty      of     His  face,    The  beau  -  ty 
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Him,  I      see. 

this  I    know. 

cloud  -  ed     soul. 

of  His   face. 


4 


3 


IS 


■j*. 


m 


Chorus. 


i 


t 


m 


& 


* 


& 


So     bhnd 


I, 

0  i 


tt.     t   '   #- 


+ 


but  now     I  see,   And   that's    e-uough  for    me; 
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So    blind  was   I,     but  now     I    see,  And  that's  e-nough   for   me. 
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1.  Christ  is  call-ing  wand'rers  in  the   far     a -way,  Out  in    des-ert  places, 
2."Who-so  -  ev  -  er   com-eth  I    will  not  cast  cut:"  Where-fore  longer  tar-ry? 
3. "Come,  ye  heav-y-  la  -  dsn,  I   will  give  you  rest;"  Look  a -way  to  Jesus, 
4.  Soon  the  Spir-it's  pleading  will  for-ev  -  er   cease;  If  you  linger,  fears  and 
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from  the  fold  a-stray;  Hear  the  Shepherd  crying,  "All  ye  lost  and  dy-ing, 
why  the  promise  doubt?  While  we  now  im-plore  you, Let  his  grace  restore  you, 
lean-ing  on   his  breast;  Seek  his  great  sal-va-tion,  Sin's  pro-pi  -  ti  -  a-tion: 
dangers  must  in-crease;  At  his  foot-stool  kneeling,  Linger  not  for  feel-ing, 
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Chorus,  staccato. 
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There  is    room  in  the  Fa-ther's  home." 
Heed  the  call  and  his   voice   0  -  bey. 
Sin  -  ner,  come  and  be  saved  to  -  day. 
Come  in  faith  and  be  healed  to  -  day. 
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lone  and  dreary?  Come  to  him  be-liev-ing, Rest  and  peace  receiving; Have 
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joys  de-part-ed?  Are  you  broken-hearted?  Hear  his  lov-ing  call  to  -  day 
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The  Banner  of  the  Gross. 
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1.  There's  a    roy  -  al     ban-ner   giv  -  en    for   dis-play     To    the  sol-diers 

2.  Tho'    the  foe    may  rage  andgath-er    as    the  flood,  Let    thestand-ard 

3.  0  -  ver  land    and    sea,  wher-ev  -  er  man  may  dwell,  Make  the  glo-rious 

4.  When  the   glo  -  ry  dawns— 'tis  dawn-ing  ver  -  y  near— It      is  hast-'ning 
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of  the  King;  As  an  en  -  sign  fair  we  lift  it  up  to  -  day, 
be  dis  -  played;  And  be-neathits  folds  as  sol-diers  of  the  Lord, 
ti  -  dings  known;  Of  the  crim- son  ban-ner  now  the  sto  -  ry  tell, 
day  by        day—      Then  be  -  fore  our  King  the   foe  shall  dis  -  ap  -  pear, 


While 
For 

While 
And 
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as  ransomed  ones  we     sing, 
the  truth  be    not   dis-mayed! 
the  Lord  shall  claim  His    own! 
the  cross  the  world  shall  sway. 


March-ing    on! 

March  -  ing     on! 


march-ing 

on!  march  -  ing 
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.     For  Christ  count  ev  - 'ry-thing  but  loss;     ....  And    to 

on!    For  Christ  count    ev  -  'ry-thing,  ev- :ry-thing  but  loss:  And      to 
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and    sing        'Neath  the  ban-ner    of    the  cross. 

and      sing    Be  -  neath    the     ban  -  ner     of      the     cross. 
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No.  88.       Lead  Me  Gently  Home,  Father. 

BY  PER.  OF  WILL  L.  THOMPSON  &  CO.,  OWNERS  OF  COPYRIGHT. 

W.  L.  T.  W.  U.  Thompson. 

Solo  or  Duet,  ad  lib. 


fe 


£=± 


ff±zg-g— r 

1 b — I F- 


=t= 


£ 


£=£ 


g±^^ 


» 


5T=S: 


-r-r 

1.  Lead  me  gen-tly  home,  Father,  Lead  me  gen-tly  home,  When  life's  toils  are 

2.  Lead  me  gen-tly  home,  Father,  Lead  me  gen-tly  home,      In  life's  dark-est 
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end  -  ed,  And  parting  days  have  come,  Sin  no  more  shall  tempt  me, Ne'er  from 
hours,  Father,  When  life's  troubles  come,  Keep  my  feet  from  wand'ring,  Lest  from 
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Thee  I'll  roam,    If  Thou'lt  on  -  ly  lead  me,  Father,  Lead  me  gen-tly  home. 
Thee  I     roam,    Lest  I      fall   up  -  on  the  wayside,  Lead  me  gen-tly  home. 
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Refrain. 
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Lead  me  gen-tly  home,     Fa-ther  Lead    me  gen  -tly, 

Lead     me    gen  -  tly  home,  Fa  -  ther,    Lead  me  gen  -  tly     home.  Fa  -  ther, 
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Lest  I    fall  up  -  on    the  way- side,    Lead     me  gen  -  tly  home. 

gen  -  tly  home. 
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He  Knows  It  All. 
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1.  I  love  to  think     my  Father  knows  Why  I  have  missed  the  path  I    chose, 

2.  I  love  to  think     my  Father  knows  The  thorns  I  pluck  with  ev-'ry  rose, 

3.  I  love  to  think     my  Father  knows  The  strength  or  weakness  of  my  foes, 
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And  that  I 
Thedai-ly 
And  that  I 


soon  shall  clearly  see  The  way  Ho  led  was  best  for  me. 
griefs  I  seek  to  hide  From  the  dear  souls  I  walkbe-side 
need     but  stand  and  see       Each  conflict  end        invic-to-ry. 
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He  knows  it      all,     ...     .    He  knows  it 

He  knows  it   all, 


all    ...     . 

He  knows  it   all, 


My  Fa-ther 
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knows 
My   Fa 


.  He  knows  it   all;     .     .     .     Thy  bit-ter     tears    .     .     .  how 

■  ther  knows.  He  knows    it    all;  Thy  bit  -  ter    tears, 


-t^-P^ 


4- 


«h£ 


1 


zpzza: 


££ 


p-v—f-r 


m 


n 


5$m 


m 


— N" 


F^ 


^=^ 


1 


-W~ 


■f"    Q^- 


£ 


fast  they  fall!—  He  knows,   My    Fa-ther  knows    it     all. 

how  fast   they  fall!— 
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His  Gomin<>  is  Near. 
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1.  We  know  not  the  day  when  the  Master  shall  come,  His  chosen  to  gath-er  and 

2.  We'll  watch  with  our  lamps  burning  steady  and  bright,  Still  looking  for  Je-sus  and 

3.  It    may  be  at  morn, darkest  midnight  or  noon, This  on-ly  we  know:Ha  is 
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welcome  them  home; He's  tarrying  yet.  but  He  bids  us  pre-pare  To  meet  Him 
read-y  for  flight;We'll  sing  and  rejoice, our  re-demption  is  nigh — And  meet  Him 
coming  and  soon ;"Hold  fast  till  I  come/Is  the  Master's  command;  We'll  meet  Him 
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hour,  Je-sus  soon  will  ap-pear  on  the  right  hand  of  pow'r;Weknownotthe 
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day,  but   'tis  not  far  a  -  way,  When  Je-sus    in     glo-ry  shall  come. 
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0  Why  Not  Tonight? 
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1.  0        do  not  let  the  word  de-part,  And  close  thine  eyes  against  the  light; 

2.  To-mor-row's  sun  may  nev-  er  rise,   To    bless  thy  long  de  -  lud  -  ed  sight; 

3.  Our  Lord  in   pit  -  y    lin-gers  still,   And  wilt  thou  thus  His  love  re-  quite? 

4.  Our  bless-ed  Lord  re  -  fus  -  e;  none  Who  would  to  Him  their  souls  u  -  nite; 
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Poor   sin  -  ner  hard  -  en  not  your  heart,  Be  saved,  0  to  -  night. 

This     is     the  time,  oh,  then  be    wise,  Be  saved,  0  to  -  night. 

Re  -  nounce  at  once  thy  stub-born  will,  Be  saved,  0  to  -  night. 

Be  -  lieve,     o  -  bey,   the  work  is    done,  Be  saved,  0  to  -  night. 
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Chorus. 
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O    why  not  to-night?  0  why  not  to-night? 
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O       why    not  to-night?  why   not  to-night?     why  not  to-night? 
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why  not  to-night? 
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Wilt  thou  be     sav'd?  Then  why  not  to-night? 

Wilt   thou    he    sav'd,  wilt      thou     be  sav'd?  Then  why    not,       0,   why     not     to-night? 
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1.  Ho  -  ly  Bi  -  ble,  Book  di  -  vine,      Pre-cious  treas-ure,  thou  art  mine, 

2.  Mine  to  chide  me  when  I    rove,  Mine    to   show   a  Sav-iour's  love, 

3.  Mine  to  com -fort    in    dis-tresB,     Snff-'ring    in   this   wil  -  der  -  ness; 

4.  Mine  to  tell     of  joys  to   come,  And    the   reb  -  el     sin  -  ner's  doom; 
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Mine  to   tell    me  whence  I  came,   Mine    to   tell     me  what  I     am! 

Mine  thou  aft   to  guide  and  guard,  Mine    to    pun  -  ish   or  re  -  ward. 

Mine  to  show,  by     liv  -  ing  faith,  Man  can   tri-umph  o   -  ver  death. 

0     thou  ho  -  ly  Book   di  -  vine,   Pre  -  cious  treas-ure,  thou  art  minel 
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Mine,     mine,         Book  di  -  vine,     Pre-cious  treas-ure,  thou  art  mine 

Ho  -  ly       Bi  -  ble, 
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0     thou   ho  -  ly  Book    di-vine,      Pre-cious  treas-ure,  thou  art  minel 
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There's  a  Hand  Held  Out. 
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1.  There's  a  hand  held  out  in  pit-y,    .  .  There'sahandheld  out  in    love;    .   . 

2.  Oh,  howgen-tly    will  it  lead  us!  .  .   Oh,  how  ten-der   is    its    touch!    , 

3.  Shall    I,    to  this  hand  extended,    .  .  Pay  no  heed  as    it     in  -  vites?  .  > 

4.  Then,  as  hand  in  hand  to-geth-er  .  .  With  my  Sav-ior,  with  my  Friend,  . 
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It    will    pi  -  lot    to    the  cit-y    .    .  Where  our  Fa-ther  dwells  a  -  bo ve.  . 

'Tisthebless-ed  hand  of    Je  -  sus, —    We  all  need  it,  oh,     so    much!  . 

Shall  my  Sav-ior  be    of-fend-ed,  .  .Give  I    not    to    Him  His  rights?  . 

WithmyChrist,myEl-derBroth-er, .  .  LetHimlead  till  life    shall  end.  .  . 
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There's  a  hand  held  out     to    you,  .    .There'sahandheld  out    to    me,    .    . 

to  you,  to  me, 
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There's  a  hand  that   will  prove  true,  .    .  What-ev-er  our   lot    shall  be.  .  . 
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God's  Way  is  Best. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  M. 
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2.  I  do       not 

3.  In  God's  sweet 
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love    in    Him     a  -  bide,  Our   fives  shall  bliss 

e    -  vil  proves   to    be, —  I      must  on  Him 
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God's  way 
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is    best,  'tis  al  -  ways  best,  He  plans  my  life 
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Now  in     His  will      I   sweet -ly  rest  Who  plans  my  life   for  me.    .    . 
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>.  95.       I  Never  will  Gease  to  Love  Him. 
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1.  For      all    the  Lord  has  done  for  me,  I  nev  -  er  will  cease 

2    He    gives  me  strength  for  ev  -  'ry  day,  I  nev  -  er  will  cease 

3.  He    saves  me    ev  -  'ry  day  and  hour,  I  nev  -  er  will  cease 

4.  While  on    my  jour  -  ney  here  be  -  low,  I  nev  -  er  will  cease 
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And    for    His  grace  so  rich  and  free,   I  nev  -  er  will  cease  to  love  Him 

He    leads  and  guides  me  all  the  way,    I  nev  -  er  will  cease  to  love  Him 

Just  now    I    feel  His  cleansing  pow'r,  I  nev  -  er  will  cease  to  love  Him 

And  when  to  that  bright  world  I    go,    I  nev  -  er  will  cease  to  love  Him 
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1  never  will  cease  to  love  Him,  (He's)  My  Savior,(He's)my  Savior; 
never  will  cease  to  love  Him,  (for)  He's  done 


so  much  for  me. 
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My  Father  Knows. 
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1.  I  know  my  heav'nly  Fa-ther  knows  The  storms  that  would  my  way  oppose; 

2.  I  know  my  heav'nly  Fa-ther  knows  The  balm    I    need  to  soothe  my  woes, 

3.  I  know  my  heav'nly  Fa-ther  knows  How  frail     I     am   to  meet  my  foes, 

4.  I  know  my  heav'nly  Fa-ther  knows  The  hour  my   journey  here  will  close, 
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But  He  can  drive  the  clouds  a  -  way,  And  turn  my  dark-ness  in  -  to  day, 
And  with  His  touch  of  love  di- vine,  He  heals  this  wounded  soul  of  mine, 
But  He  my  cause  will  e'er  de-fend,  Up  -  hold  and  keep  me  to  the  end, 
And  may  that  hour,  0  faith-ful  Guide  Find  me  safe  shel-tered  by  Thy  side, 
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And  turn  my  dark  -  ness  in  -  to  day. 
He  heals  this  wound  -  ed  soul  of  mine. 
Up  -  hold  and  keep  me  to  the  end. 
Find  me  safe  shel-tered  by  Thy  side. 


He  knows,  He 

My  Fa  -  ther  knuws. 
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knows  The  storms  that  would  my  way       op    -     pose;    He 

I'm  sure  He  knows  that  would  my  way    op  -  pose: 
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My  Father  Knows. 
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knows,  He  knows,  And  tempers  ev'ry  wind  that    blows. 

My  Fa-ther  knows,  I'm  sure  He  knows,  the  wind  that  blows. 
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E.  R.  Stokes,  D.  D, 


fill  Me  Now. 
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1.  Hov  -  er  o'er    me    Ho  -  ly   Spir  -  it,  Bathe  my  trembling  heart 

2.  Thou  canst  fill    me,  gracious    Spir  -  it,  Tho'    I    can  -  not  tell 

3.  I        am  weakness,  full    of    weakness,  At    Thy  sa  -  cred  feet 

4.  Cleanse  and  comfort,  bless  and  save  me,  Bathe,  0  bathe  my  heart 
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Fill  me  with  Thy  hal-lowed  pres-ence,  Come,  0  come  and  fill 
But  I  need  Thee,  great -ly  need  Thee,  Come,  0  come  and  fill 
Blest,  di- vine,  e  -  ter  -  nal  Spir  -  it,  Fill  with  pow'r  and  fill 
Thou  art  com  -  fort  -  ing  and  sav  -  ing,  Thou  art  sweet  -  ly    fill 
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me  now. 

me  now. 

ing  now. 
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D-S -Fill  me  with    Thy  hal-lowsd  pres-ence,   Come,  0  come   and  Jill    me    now. 
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Fill    me    now,     fill     me    now,     Je   -   sus    come    and  fill   me      now; 
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Nellie  A.  Montgomery. 


Son*s  in  the  Ni&ht. 
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1 .  When  the  clouds  of  af-flic-tion  have  gathered ,  And  hidden  each  star  from  my  sight, 

2.  Oh,    how  dear  are  those  mes-sa-ges  to  me  I  No  need  then  to  cry  in  af-f right; 

3.  And  when  morn  breaks  at  last  in  its  splendor,  Andsor-row  is  chang'd  to  de-light, 
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I  know  if  I  turn  to  my  Fa  -  ther,  I  know  if  I  turn  to  my  Fa- 
My  heart  groweth  strong  as  I  list  -  en,  My  heart  groweth  strong  as  I  11st- 
Oh,  still  would  I    ev  -  er  re  -  mem-ber,  Oh,  still  would  I   ev  -  er  re-mem- 
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sweetest  songs  he  will  give  in  the 

to  the  songs  he  doth  send  in  the 

all  the  songs  that  were  sent  in  the 
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night, 
night, 
night. 
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Refrain. 
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Songs  in  the  night,         songs  in  the  night, 

Songs  in  the  night  1  Oh,  how  precious  the  songs  in  the  night, 

Songs  in  the  night,          songs  in  the  night,                                                                   in  the  night. 
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Songs  in  the  Night. 
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My   heart run-neth  o-ver, For  the  songs  He  doth  send  in  the  night. 

My  heart  ran-neth  o  -  ver,  rans   o  -  ver, 
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Something  for  Thee. 
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1.  My  tal  -  ents  are  few,  dear-est  Mas-ter,   Yet   I  long  of  some  use  to  be; 

2.  I       can  -  not  with  fier    -  y   warn-ings,  Make  the  wicked  their  guilt  to   see, 

3.  No   rich  -  es,  a  -  las!  can  I  give  Thee,  For  they  nev-er  have  come  to   me, 
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Then  tell  me,  I  pray  Thee,  dear  Je-sus,  How  may  I  do  something  for  Thee? 
Yet  sure-ly  some  path-way  is  o  -  pen,  Where  I  may  do  something  for  Thee? 
But     free-ly  I    lay  on  Thine  al- tar,    My  life,   to  do  something  ror  Thee. 
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Something  for  Thee, . .  something  for  Thee, . .  Oh,  tell  me, I  pray  Thee,  dear  Master, 

Something  for  Thee,  something  for  Thee, 
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The  Family  Bible. 
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1.  There's  a     pre-cious  old  Book  which  I      read    ev-'ry      day,       For    it 

2.  There's  a    won-der  -  ful  store-house  by  Chris-tians  pos  -  sessed,  Which  sup- 

3.  There's  a     pre-cious  old  BookwhichI      val  -  ue    and     love,      For    it 
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cheers  me  and  helps  me  a  -  long  life's  way,  And  it  warns  me  when-ev  -  er  my 
plies  all  my  needs  when  by  foes  op-pressed,  Gives  me  comfort  and  joy,  per -feet 
tells     of     a    beau  -  ti  -  ful  home     a-bove,And   of  Je  -  sus  who  died  His  great 

J    i.j    J.l    J-^^,J^ 


[fUl^f;^ 


:fc 


^  -  ^  u  u  u    '  '  '  r       ^    ^ 


g5 


spir  -  it  would  stray ;— 
rap-ture  and  rest; — 
mer-  cy     to  prove;— 

!   J   ±J_ 


'T  is  the  dear 
'T  is  the  dear 
'T  is  the  dear 

111 


old  fam 
old  fam 
old     fam 


i  -  ly  Bi 
i  -  ly  Bi 
i  -  ly      Bi 

J. 


ble. 
ble. 
ble. 


1  1-  .y  +    A 


% 


r.  i  E'ffiugtrgu  uYj 


Refrain. 


-0^. — ; — # 

fam  -  i  -  ly       Bi      -      -     ble!     My    pre  -  cioiis 
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A  Beautiful  Land. 


Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 
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1.  A      beau-ti  -  ful  land  by    faith     I  see,    A  land  of  rest,  from  sor  -  row  free, 

2.  That  beau-ti -ful  land,  theCit-  y  of  Light,  It  ne'er  has  known  the  shades  of  night; 

3.  The  heav-en-ly  throng,  ar-rayed  inwhite,  In  rap  -ture  range  the  plains  of  light; 
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The  home  of  the  ransomed,  bright  and  fair,  And  beautiful  an  -  gels  too  are  there. 
The  glo-ry  of  God,  the  light  of  day,  Hath  kept  all  the  darkness  far  a -way. 
And  in  one  harmonious  choir  they  praise  TheirglorifledSav-ior'smatchlessgrace. 
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Will    you  go?    Will  you   go?    Go    to    that  beau-ti 


ful  land  with  me? 
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Will    you   go? 


Will    you    go?      Go    to  that  beau  -  ti  -  ful 


land? 
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I  Have  a  friend. 
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1.  I  have   a  Friend  and  He  came  to  save  me, 

2.  0  how  my  heart  with  its  joy   is  bound-ing, 

3.  I  have  a  Friend  that  will  ne'er  for-sake  me, 
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0  what  a    Sav  -  ior  and 

1  shall  be  kept  by   His 


4.  I  have  a    hope  that  is  sure  and  stead-fast,— Firm  as  the  rock  where  by 
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o  -  cean  wave,  In  -  to    the  fold   of  His  love  He  brought  me,  Peace  to  my 

Friend  is  He,  Full  of  com-pas-sion  and  rich  in     bless-ing,   0   how  He 

mighty    pow'r,  Safe  in  the  arms  of  His  love  that  folds  me.  Mo-ment  by 

faith  I      stand;  I  have  the  pledge  of  a    rest   e  -  ter  -  nal   Wait-ing  for 
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soul  from  that  hour  He    gave. 

loves  and  He  cares  for     me.      Glo-  ry,  glo  -  ry,   Je  -  sus    is  my  Sav  -  ior, 

mo-ment  and  hour  by     hour. 

me    in  the  soul's  bright  land. 
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I     will  sing  and  praise  Him  in  the  glad,  new  song;      Glo  -  ry,    glo  -  ry, 
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I  Nave  a  Friend. 
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I  will  give  Him  glo-ry,When  mine  eyes  behold  Him, in  the  blood-wash'd  throng. 
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More  Like  Jesus. 
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1.  I  want  to  be  more  like  Je  -  sus,  And  fol  -  low  Him  day     by  day; 

2.  I  want  to  be  kind   and  gen  -  tie,  To    those  who  are  in        dis- tress; 

3.  I  want  to  be  meek  and  low  -  ly,  Like  Je  -  sus,  our  Friend  and  king; 

4.  I  want  to  be  pure    and  ho-  -  ly,  As    pure   as  the  crys  -  tal  snow; 
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I     want  to    be  true   and  faith  -ml,  And    ev  -  'ry  com-mand     o  -  bey. 
To  com-fort  the  bro  -  ken  heart -ed,  With  sweet  words  of  ten  -  der  -  ness. 
I     want  to    be  strong  and  ear  -  nest,  And  souls  to    the  Sav  -  ior   bring. 
I     want  to  love  Je   -   sus  dear  -  ly,  For    Je  -  sus  loves  me,    I     know. 
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Refrain 


i      U    ! 
More  and  more  Uke  Je-sus,  I  would  ev-er  be;  .  .  .    My  Savior  who  died  for  me. 

I    .     ,     .  ev-er  would  be: 
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Savior,  I'm  Gomin£. 
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1.  Come  to  the  Sav  -  ior, 

2.  Come  to  the  Sav  -  ior, 

3.  Come  to  the  Sav  -  ior, 

4.  Come  to  the  Sav  -  ior, 


r 

come  to  the  Sav  -  ior,  Ye   who  are  wear  -  y, 

come  to  the  Sav  -  ior,  Lean  on    His  bos  -  om, 

come  to  the  Sav  -  ior,  Full    of    com-pas  -  sion 

come  to  the  Sav  -  ior,  Bring  Him  your  bur  -  den, 
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sin -sick  and    lone; 
tell  Him  your  grief; 
ev  -  er     is     He; 
do    not   de  -  lay; 


He   has  the  pow'r  to      par- don  and  cleanse  you, 
Pour  out  your  heart  with    full  -  est    as  -  sur  -  ance, 
All     of    our  frail  -  ties    ev  -  er    Heknow-eth, 
Down  at   His  feet  then  trust  -ing  -  ly   leave     it, 


m  f  fiff:HfH:f  |  j\(-  m 


u  t : 


Chorus. 
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Full  -  y  re  -  store,  and  make  you  His  own.1] 
He  will  give  com -fort,  rest  and  re  -  lief.  ( 
For  the  whole  world  His  mer  -  cy  is  free,  f 
And  in   your  heart    a      song  bear    a  -  way. ' 

J. 


Sav-ior,  I'm  com -ing, 
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Sav-ior,  I'm  com-ing;  (Be  this  your  an-  swer,  brother,  I   pray;)  Tho'  in  -to 
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Savior,  I'm  Gomin*. 


:££ 


hrrrurl 


i 


gJJlV    *    4 


S^fT 


^^? 


sin      a  -  far    I  have  wandered,  Sav-ior,  I'm  com-ing  home  to  -  day. 
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Nothing  But  a  Gontrite  Heart 


Josephine  Pollard. 
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E.  O.   EXCELL,   OWNER. 


Theo.  E.  Perkins. 
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1.  Full   of      sin    tho'    I    may    be,       Je  -  sus,  Lord,  I    come    to  Thee; 

2.  Thou  hast  died  that     I  might  live;     Thou  wilt  par-don,  and     re-ceive; 

3.  With  the  weight  of      sins  op-pressed,  Look-ing   un  -  to  Thee    for  rest, 
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Since  Thou  dost  de  -  rhand  of  me  Noth-ing  but  a 
Tho'  to  Thee  I  can  but  give  Noth-ing  but  a 
Lord,   I       leave  up  -  on  Thy  breast   Noth-ing  but    a 


con -trite  heart! 
con -trite  heart! 
con -trite  heart! 
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Bless-ed   Sav-ior,  gra-cious  King,  All  my    joy   from 

All     the  wealth  of  earth  is    Thine,  All  the  worlds  that 

For    sal  -  va-tion's  gift   so     free,  For  the  heav'n  I 
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Thee  must  spring; 
o'er  us  shine; 
hope    to      see, 
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Cleanse,  and    heal  me,    for     I  bring  Noth-ing  but  a 

Naught  of       val  -  ue,  Lord,  is  mine,  Noth-ing  but  a 

God,  my     Fa-ther,  asks  of  me  Noth-ing  but  a 
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con -trite  heart! 
con -trite  heart! 
con -trite  heart! 
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Galling  the  Prodigal. 

COPYRIGHT,  1889,  BY  E.  O.   EXCELL. 
WORDS  AND   MUSIC. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  God      is       call-ing  the  prod  -  i  -  gal,  come  with-out  de  -  lay,      Hear,  0 

2.  Pa  -  tient,   lov-ing,  and  ten-der  -  ly    still    the  Fa-ther     pleads,  Hear,  0 

3.  Come, there's  bread  in  the  house  of  thy    Fa-ther, and  to     spare,  Hear,  0 
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hear  Him  call  -  ing,  call  -  ing  now  for  thee; 
hear  Him  call  -  ing,  call  -  ing  now  for  thee; 
hear  Him  call  -  ing,    call  -  ing  now  for      thee; 

for  thee; 


Tho'  you've  wandered  so 
Oh!  re-turn  while  the 
Lol     the      ta-ble    is 
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far  from  His  presence,  come  today,  Hear  His  loving  voice  calling  still. 
Spir  -  it  in  mer-cy  in  -  ter-cedes,  Hear  His  loving  voice  calling  still, 
spread  and  the  feast  is  waiting  there, Hear  His  loving  voice  calling  still. 


calling  still. 


Call     - 

Calling  now  for  thee, 
-00'. 


ing  now  for  thee,  ...    0     wea    -    -    -    -    ryprod-i-gai 


Calling  now  for  thee,        Wea-ry  prod-i-gal,  come, 
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come; 

wea-ry  prod-i  -  gal,  come; 
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Call    -    -    -    ing  now  for  thee,     .... 

Call-ing  now  for  thee,  Call-ing  now  for  thee, 
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Galling  the  Prodigal. 
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O      wear  y  prod  -  i  -  gal,  come 
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wear       - 

Wear   -  y   prod  -  i  -  gal,  come, 
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wear   -  y   prod  -  i  -  gal,  come. 


£ 


m 


ttTTF^ 


*==£ 


No.  107.         When  I  Remember  Galvary. 


c.  m.  a. 


COPYRIGHT,   1907,   BY  CHA8.   H.  GABRIEL. 


Ctaas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  When    I    re-mem-  ber  Cal  -  va-ry,  Where  Je-sus    suf-fered  death  for  me, 

2.  When    I    re-mem  -  ber  Cal  -va-ry,    A  -  gain  come8  back  Geth-sem-a  -  ne, 

3.  When    I    re-mem  -  ber  Cal  -va-ry,  And    on    the  cross  up  -  lift  -  ed  see 

4.  When   I    re-mem  -  ber  Cal  -  va  -  ry,    A-mazed  I    cry:  "How  can  it    be 
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My     soul    is     o -ver- whelmed  within,   To  know  He  died   be-cause    of  sin  I 
Where  I      in  prayer  be  -  hold  Him  bow,  And  see  the  blood-drops  on  His  brow. 
Those  pierc-ed  hands,  that  wounded  side,    I  know  it   was   for    me    He  died. 
That  He  could  lay  His  crown    a -side,  And  for  my  sins    be     cru  -  ci-fied?' 
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Refrain. 
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When  I     re-mem  -  ber  Cal  -  va  -  ry,  When  I     re-mem  -  ber  Cal  -va-ry, 
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I    clos  -  er  cling  to  Christ,  my  King,  When  I    re-mem  -  ber  Cal  -va-ry. 
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No.  108. 

C.  F.  O. 


On  the  Gross  of  Galvary. 
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Arranged. 
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1.  On    the  cross    of    Cal  -  va  -  ry         Je  -  sus  died  for  thee  and    me; 

2.  0    what  won-drous,  wondrous  love    Bro't  me  down  at     Je  -  sus'  feetl 

3.  Take  me,  Je  -  sus,    I     am  Thine,  Whol  -  ly  Thine  for  -  ev  -  er  -  more; 

4.  Clouds  and  darkness  veiled  the  sky     When  the  Lord  was  cru  -  ci  -tied; 
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There  He  shed    His  pre-cious  blood,  That  from  sin      we  might  be 
0        such  won-drous,  dy  -  ing    love    Asks    a     sac  -  ri  -  fice  corn- 


free, 
-plete! 

Bless  -  ed    Je  -  sus,  Thou  art    mine,  Dwell  with- in      for  -  ev  -  er-more. 
"It      is    fin  -ished!"  was  His    cry,   When  He  bowed  His  head  and  died. 
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0       the  cleans -ing  stream  doth  flow,   And    it  wash  -  es  white  as 
Lord,  I     give     my -self    to    Thee;    Soul  and  bod    -  y  Thine  to 
Cleanse,  0  cleanse  my  heart  from  sin,     Make  and  keep    me  pure  with 
It      was    fin  -  ished  there  for    me;       All    the  world  may  now    go 


snow: 
be: 
-in: 
free: 
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Fine. 
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It  was  for  me  that    Je  -  sus    died  On  the  cross  of  Cal  -  va  -  ry 

It  was  for  me  Thy  blood  was  shed  On  the  cross  of  Cal  -  va  -  ry 

It  was  for  this  Thy  blood  was  shed  On  the  cross  of  Cal  -  va  -  ry 

It  was  for  me  that    Je  -  sus    died  On  the  cross  of  Cal  -  va  -  ry 
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-It    was  for  me    that  Je  ■  sus  died    On    the  cross   of  Cal-va  -  ry. 


Chorus. 


On  the  Gross  of  Galvary. 
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On   Cal  -  va  -  ry, 
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on   Cal  -  va  -  ry, 
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On     Ca?  -   va   -  ry. 
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on     Cal  -  va  -  ry. 
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Nothing  But  the  Blood. 

COPYRIGHT,   1904,  BY  MARY  RUNYON  LOWRY.      RENEWAL. 
USED  BY  PERMISSION 


Robert  Lowry. 
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1.  What  can  wash     a -way  my    sin?     Noth-ing  but  the  blood  of 

2.  For     my  par -don,  this     I     see—  Noth-ing  but  the  blood  of 

3.  Noth-ing  can   for    sin     a -tone,— Noth-ing  but  the  blood  of 

4.  This     is     all    my  hope  and  peace— Noth-ing  but  the  blood  of 
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Je  -  sus; 
Je  -  sus; 
Je  -  sus; 
Je  -  sus; 
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What  can  make  me  whole  a  -  gain? 
For     my  cleans-ing,  this  my   plea- 
Naught  of  good  that    I    have  done,— 
This     is     all    myright-eous-ness,— 
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Noth-ing  but   the  blood  of  Je  -  sus. 

Noth-ing  but   the  blood  of  Je  -  sus. 

Noth-ing  but   the  blood  of  Je  -  sus. 

Noth-ing  but    the  blood  of  Je  -  sus. 
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Refrain. 
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Ohl     pre-cious    is      the     flow 
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That   makes  me  white    as      snow; 
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No     oth  -  er  Fount  I    know,  Noth-ing  but   the  blood  of      Je  -  sus. 
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No.  110.       Make  My  Life  Gount  for  Thee. 
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Mrs.  C.  H.  M. 


COPYRIGHT,   1900,   BY  W.  B.   ROSE,  AGENT. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 
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1.  Make  me    a  bless-ing,  dear  Sav-ior,    I     pray,  Help-ing  souls  struggling  up 

2.  Read-y    toreachout    a  strong,  help-ing  hand,  Caus-ing  some  poor  weaker 

3.  Tell  -  ing  the  sto  -  ry    of  Christ  and  His  love,  Point-ing  the  way  to     the 

4.  Read  -  y  when-ev  -  er  Thou  bid  -  dest  me    go,    Foil ' wing  wher-ev-er    Thou 
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life's  wear -y  way;  Let  me  not  live  in  vain  one  sin  -  gle  day, 
broth-er  to  stand,  Bring- ing  some  sink  -  ing  ones  safe-ly  to  land, 
man-sions  a  -  bove,  Bid -ding  lost  sin  -  ners  Thy  f  aith-ful  -  ness  prove, 
lead -est    be-  low,    Will-  ing  what  -  ev  -  er  Thou'dsthaveme  to    do, 
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Make  my  life  count  for    Thee 


e>yffr  r 


Ev     -      -      er  -  y  day, .     . 

Ev  -  er  -  y    day.  ev  -  er  -  y    day 
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all    .     .      .     of  the  way,     .      .  Make    me    a  bless    -       ing,  dear 

all    of     the  way,  all     of    the  way.         Make        me,  oh,  make  me     a  bless  -  ing, 


1  Til 


i 


-*-* 


i 


^ 


3± 


1 


■Z5f- 


J-  J 


*pf^ 


f" 


Ev" 


Sav-ior,      I      pray;  ...         Ev  -    er  -  y      day, 

Sav    -    ior.      dear  Sav-ior.   I     pray:        Ev  -  er  -  y      day,  ev  -  er  -  y    day. 
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Make  My  Life  Gount  for  Thee. 
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all    .     .    of  the  way,  .  .      Make  my  life  count        for        Thee.     . 

all  of  the  way,  all  of  the  way,      Make  my  life,  make  my  life  count  for  Thee(for  Thee). 
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A.  J.  Gordon. 


No.  111. 

London  Hymn  Book. 


My  Jesus,  I  Love  Thee. 
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1.  My    Je  -  sus,   I      love  Thee,  I  know  Thou  art  mine;   For  Thee    all  the 

2.  I      love  Thee,  be-  cause  Thou  hast  first  lov  -  ed    me,    And  pur-chased  my 

3.  In    man-sions  of     glo  -  ry    and  end -less   de- light,  I'll     ev  -  er     a- 
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fol  -  Ues  of  sin  I  re-sign;  My  gra-ciousRe  -  deem-er,  my 
par  -  don  on  Cal  -  va-ry'stree;  I  love  Thee  for  wear-ing  the 
dore    Thee    in    heav  -  en    so  bright;  I'll  sing   with  the     glit  -  ter-ing 
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Sav-ior  art  Thou;  If    ev  -  er  I  loved  Thee,  my  Je  -  sus,  'tis  now. 

thorns  on  Thy  brow;  If    ev  -  er  I  loved  Thee,  my  Je  -  sus, 'tis  now. 

crown  on  my  brow,  If    ev  -  er  I  loved  Thee,  my  Je  -  sus,  'tis  now. 
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No.  112. 


I  Love  to  Tell  the  Story. 


Katharine  Hankey.    Refrain  added. 


William  Q.  Fischer. 
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1.  I  love  to  tell  the  sto 

2.  I  love  to  tell  the  sto 

3.  I  love  to  tell  the  sto 

4.  I  love  to  tell  the  sto 


ry     Of     un -seen  things  a  -  bo ve,    Of 
ry;  More  won  -  der  -  ful    it  seems    Than 
ry;  'Tis  pleas -ant  to     re -peat    What 
ry;  For  those  who  know  it  best    Seem 
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Je  -  bus  and  His  glo  -  ry  Of  Je  -  sus  and  His  love.  I  love  to  tell  the 
all  the  gold  -  en  fan-cies  Of  all  our  golden  dreams.  I  love  to  tell  the 
seems, each  time  I  tell  it,  More  won-der-ful  -  ly  sweet.  I  love  to  tell  the 
nun  -  ger-ing  and  thirst-ing  To     hear  it  like  the  rest.  And  when, in  scenes  of 
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sto  -  ry,   Be  -  cause  I  know  'tis  true;    It     sat  -  is  -  ties  my  longings  As 
sto  -  ry,   It     did    so  much  for  me;     And  that  is    just  the  rea- son   I 
sto  -  ry,  For  some  have  nev  -  er  heard  The  mes  -  sage  of  sal  -  va  -  tion  From 
glo  -  ry,     I    sing  the  new,  new  song,  'Twill  be  the  old,  old  sto  -  ry   That 
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noth-ing  else  would  do. 

tell    it  now  to     thee.     I  love  to  tell  the  sto -ry, 'Twill  be  my  theme  in 

God's  own  ho  -  ly  word. 

I    have  lov'd  so  long. 
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I  Love  to  Tell  the  Story. 
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glo  -  ry,     To    tell   the  old,  old  sto  -  ry     Of     Je  -  sus  and  His  love. 
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"Almost  Persuaded." 

COPYRIGHT,   1802     BY  THE  JOHN  CHURCH  CO. 
USED  BY  PER. 


P.  P.  Bills. 


s 


3E0 


J     n-E 


^s 


^ 


A 


3=£ 


-«— 


=3? 


1.  "Al-most  per-suad-ed"    now  to     be  -  lieve;     "Al- most  per- suad-ed" 

2.  "Al-most  per-snad-ed,"  come, come  to-day;      "Al-most  per-suad-ed," 

3.  "Al-most  per-suad-ed,"  har  -  vest   is     past!     "Al-most  per-suad-ed," 
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Christ  to    re  -  ceive;  Seems  now  some  soul    to    say,  "Go,   Spir  -  it, 

turn     not    a  -  way;  Je   -  sus    in  -  vites  you  here,  An  -  gels    are 

doom  comes  at  last!  "Al  -  most"  can  -  not    a  -  vail;  "Al  -  most"  is 
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go  Thy  way,  Some  more  con  -  ven  -  ient  day  On  Thee  I'll  call." 
lingering  near,  Prayers  rise  from  heart  so  dear,  0  wanderer,  come, 
but  to    fail!     Sad,     sad,  that  bit  -  ter  wail — "Al  -  most— but ,,  lost!" 

KfT\ 

-g-  -*-  £-•  j j  ,  .r*T 


£t££ 


I 


35 


:*- 


5=fe 


f5p 


No.  114., 


Tell  It  Over  and  Over. 


Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 

-4— -*— : ^ — 


COPYRIGHT,  190B,   BY  E.  O.   EXCELL. 
WORDS  AND   MUSIC. 


g=E^ 


£=* 


ft=* 


^ 


3=* 


a 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


& 


1.  Tell  me   the  sto  -  ry       of  won-der-ful  love,    Tell  it  o  -  ver  and   o  -  ver; 

2.  Tell  how  the  sin  -  ners  are  welcomed  by  Him,    Tell  it  o   -  ver  and  o  -  ver; 

3.  Tell  me    a  -  gain  of   that  beau  -  ti  -  ful  land,    Tell  it  o   -  ver  and  o  -  ver; 
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How  my  dear  Sav-ior  came  down  from  a- bove,  Tell  it  o  -  ver  and  o  -  ver; 
Tell  how  He  free  -  ly  for  -  gives  ev  -  'ry  sin,  Tell  it  o  -  ver  and  o  -  ver; 
Where  saints  in  glo  -  ry  for  -  ev  -  er   will  stand,  Tell  it    o  -  ver    and  o  -  ver; 
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Tell  how  He  came  in  a  man  -  ger  to  lie,  Tell  h.ow  He  came  for  poor 
Tell  how  His  blood  makes  the  heart  snow-y  white,  Tell  how  His  pres-ence  dis- 
Tell    me    a  -  gain   of  that  beau  -  ti  -  ful  shore,  Where  we  shall  gath-er   and 
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sin  -  ners  to   die, 
pers  -  es  our  night, 
dwell  ev  -  er-more, 


Tell  how  He  liv  -  eth  for  -  ev  -  er  on  high,  Tell  it 
Tell  how  He  brings  to  this  world  heaven's  light,  Tell  it 
Aft  -  er    the  storms  of  this    life    all    are   o'er,  Tell    it 
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Tell  it  o  -  ver  and  o  -   ver,   Tell  it   o  -  ver  and  o  -  ver; 
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Tell  It  Over  and  Over. 
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Bless-ed  old  sto  -  ry  of  won  -  der-ful  love,  Tell   it    o  -  ver    and  o  -   ver. 
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Robert  Lowry. 
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1.  Low  in  the  grave  He  lay—  Je-sus,my  Sav-ior!  Wait-ing  the  com-ing  day — 

2.  Vainly  they  watch  His  bed—  Je-sus,my  Sav-ior!  Vain -ly  they  seal  the  dead — 

3.  Death  cannot  keep  his  prey— Je-sus,  my  Sav-ior!    He  tore  the  bars  a -way — 
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Je-sus ,  my  Lord !  Up  from  the  grave  He  a-rose ,         With  a  mighty  triumph  o '  er  His 
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foes;  He  arose  a  Victor  from  the  dark  domain ,  And  He  lives  f  or-ev-er  with  His 

He     a-rose; 
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saints  to  reign :  He  a-rose !  He  a  -  rose !  Hal-le  -  lu-  j  ah !  Christ  arose ! 

He    a-rose!  He     a-rose! 
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All  the  Way. 


Rev.  J.  Oatman.  Jr. 
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1.  Since  I  start-ed    for   the  Cit-y       o  -  ver  in  the  Promised  Land,  I   have 

2.  There  are  ma-ny  snares  and  pit-falls  all  a  -long  the  pil-grim  road,  I     can 

3.  When  the  clouds  of  darkness  gather  and  the  sunshine  all  has  fled,  Then  He 

4.  When  I  reach  the  si  -  lent  riv-er,  with  its  cold  and  chilling  tide,  Je  -  sus 
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tri  -  als  and  temp-ta-tions  ev  -  'ry  day;  But  I  find  my-self  sup-port-ed 
o  -  ver-come  them  if  I  watch  and  pray;  In  the  hour  of  pain  and  sor-row, 
guides  my  falt'ring  footsteps  lest  I  stray,  And  the  bless-ed  light  of  heav-en 
will  be  there,  my  helper  and  my  stay;      I    will  sail   a  -  way  tri-um-phant, 
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by  a  strong  and  lov-ing  hand,  For  I  have  the  Savior  with  me  all  the  way. 
grace  suf-fi-cient  is  be-stow'd,  For  I  have  the  Savior  with  me  all  the  way. 
o  -  ver  all  my  path  is  spread,  For  I  have  the  Savior  with  me  all  the  way. 


land  my  soul  on  Canaan's  side,   For  I  have  the  Savior  with  me  all  the  way. 


Chorus. 


All  the  way,     all  the  way,     For  I  have  the  Savior  with  me  all  the  way; 

All  the  way,  all  the  way,  all  the  way. 
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All  the  Way. 
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For  I  have  the  Savior  with  me  all  the  way, 


AU  the  way,       all  the  way, 

All  the  way,  all  the  way, 
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No.  117. 

J.  H.  Qllmore. 


Ue  Leadeth  Me. 


Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 
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1.  He    lead-eth  me:     0    bless-ed  tho'tl  0  words  with  heav'nlycom-fort  fraught! 

2.  Sometimes 'mid  scenes  of  deepest  gloom,  Sometimes  where  Eden's  bowers  bloom, 

3.  Lord,  I  would  clasp  Thy  hand  in  mine,  Nor  ev  -  er  mur-mur      or  re -pine; 

4.  And  when  my  task  on  earth  is  done,  When  by  Thy  grace  the  vict'ry's  won, 
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What-e'er  I   do,  wher-e'er  I 
By    wa  -  ters  still,  o'er  troub-led 
Con-tent,  what-ev  -  er]  lot    I 
E'en  death's  cold  wave  I  will  not 


be,  Still  'tis  God's  hand  that  lead-eth  me. 
sea— Still  'tis  God's  hand  that  lead-eth  me. 
see,  Since  'tis  my  God  that  lead-eth  me. 
flee,  Since  God  thro'  Jor  -  dan  lead-eth  me. 
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Chorus. 


(  He  leadeth  me,  He  lead-eth  me, 
l  His  faithful  follow'r  I   would  be, 
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By  His  own  hand  He  leadeth  me; 

For  by  His  hand  He  leadeth  me. 
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Cassel. 


The  Evangel  Age. 

WORDS  AND   MU8IC  COPYRIGHT,   1906,   BY  E.  O.  EXCELL. 
INTERNATIONAL  COPYRIGHT  SECURED. 


Flora  H.  Cassel. 
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'tis  coming!  Dight  is    break-ing  a  -  way; 

the  raight-y  hosts  of    God   in    ar  -  ray, 

ye  slumb'ring  ones,  a  -  wake  and  a  -  rise! 

'tis  coming!  bringing  peace  in    its  train; 
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'Tis    the  dawn-ing    of    the 
Stron-ger,  stron-ger  grow-ing 
See,    the  sun  is  mount-ing 
Sing,   0  sing  the  sweet  e- 
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-  en  day,  When  all  the  world  shall  hear  the  bless-ed  word  we 

'ry  day;  Pre-par  -  ing  ev   -   'ry-where  the  com-ing  way    of 

the  skiesi  Fall  in  -  to  line,  make  read -y   for  the  great  Ju 

gel  strain  That  ush  -  ers    in       the  gold-en  age,  tri-umph-ant 
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Ech-o-ing  from  shore  to  shore. 
Spreading  ev'rywhere  His  word. 
That  is  coming  full  and  free. 
Sing,  ye  an-gelhost  a-bove! 
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Sounds  the  great  Evangel's  word  of  command, 
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"Go    ye    in  -  to   ev-'ry  na-tion,  ev-'ry  land,  And  preach  the  gos-pel  message 
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The  Evangel  Age. 
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to  each  tribe  in  ev- 'ry  clime;— "Lo,  I'm  with  you  to   the  end    of    time." 
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Guide  Me. 


W.  Williams. 


Thomas  Hastings. 
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1.  Guide  me,  0  Thou  great  Je-ho  -  vah,  Pil-grim  thro'  this  barren  land;    I  am 

2.  0  -    pennow  the  crys-talfountain,Whencethehealingwa-ters  flow;  Let  the 

3.  When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jor-  dan,  Bid  my  anx-ious  fears  sub-side;  Bear  me 
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weak,  but  Thou  art  mighty;  Hold  me  with  Thy  pow'rful  hand:  Bread  of  heav-en, 
fier  -  y,  cloud-y  pil  -  lar  Lead  me  all  my  jour-ney  thro':  Strong De-liv-'rer, 
thro'  the  swell-ing  cur-rent;  Land  me  safe  on  Ca-naan'sside:  Songs  of  prais -es 
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Feedme  till    I  want  no  more;  Bread  of  heav-en,  Feed  me  till    I  want  no  more. 
Be  Thou  still  my  strength  and  shield  ;Strong  Deliv'rer,  Be  Thou  still  my  strength  and  shield. 
I       will  ev-ergive   to  Thee;  Songs  of  prais-es     I  will  ev-ergive  to  Thee. 
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A  Message  of  Hope. 

COPYRIGHT,   1909,   BY  W.   B.   ROBE,  AGENT. 
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1    There's  a    mes- sage  full       of  hope      For  the  pen  -  i  -  tents    who  mourn, 

2.  There's  a    mes -sage  full       of  hope,     Tho' their  man- y    sins      ap-pearj 

3.  There's  a    mes -sage  full       of  hope,  When  at    last  we    bid     fare -well 
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With    a     heart  of    sor  -  rowweep-ing  o'er  their  sin;  .  .  For  our 

Like     a  moun-tain  reach  -  ing   up -ward  to    the  sky,  .  .  And  the 

To     our  friends  and  all    these  earth-ly  scenes  for  aye;  .  .  For  the 
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bless  -  ed    Lord     has     said,  "He     that    com  -  eth  un  -    to      me, 

spir    -  it      low      may    sink  'Neath    the     bur  -  den,  in  de  -  spair, 

Mas  -  ter     we      have  loved     Is       the     Pi  -   lot  who  will    guide 
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I  will  nev  -  er  cast  a  -  way,  but  take  him  in." 
And  they  fear  that  no  de  -  liv  -  er  -  er  is  nigh. 
All      the       faith  -  ful      to        the     land      of       end  -  less     day. 
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Christ  can  save  and  keep,    we  know;     He    wiE  wash    as  white     as  snow; 
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A  Message  of  Hope. 
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'Tis    a   mes-sage   full      of  hope;    Tell     it    out  wher-e'er    you   go. 
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Keep  to  the  Ri£ht. 


Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 
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1.  March  a-long  to-geth-er,     Ev  -  er  firm  and  true;  Man  -  y  eyes  are  watching, 

2.  Raise  on  high  your  ban-ner,  That  its  folds  may  fly    Like  the  wing  of    ea-gle, 

3.  Of    your  heav'nly  Fa  -  ther  Strength  and  courage  seek ;  Swords  are  to  no  pur-pose, 

4.  Love  should  be  your  motto,     Du-ty  be  your  aim;     Ev-er   o-ver-com-ing, 
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Tak-ingnote  of  you. 
Sweeping  to    the  sky. 
If       the  heart  be  weak. 
Till     a  crown  you  claim . 
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If 
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For 

the  day 

you  wish 

'ry  arm 
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be  cloud -y, 
to  con-quer 
en-dow  -  ing 
un-dy  -  ing  I 
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If   the  skies  be  bright, 
Ev-'ry  foe  youfight, 
With    a  warrior's  might; 
Strive  with  all  your  might; 
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Keep  to  the  right,  boys,  Keep  to  the  right!  Keep  to  the  right,  boys,  Keep  to  the  right! 
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No.  122. 


James  Rowe. 


The  Drink  for  Me. 

COPYRIGHT,   1909,   BY  W.  B.   ROSE,  AGENT. 


Thoro  Harris. 
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1.  You   may  have  your  bran  -  dy,  You  may  have  your  beer;  Mine  shall  be  just 

2.  Shame, and  want, and  sor-row,    I     be-holdeach  day,  Caused  by  beer  and 

3.  Shame  and  death  are    hid  -  ing     In  "the  cups  that  cheer;"  In   the  glass  of 
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wa  -  ter,  Spark-ling,  cool  and  clear;  Wa  -  ter  nev  -  er  harms  me, 
whis  -  key,  As  I  go  my  way;  Not  for  me  these  poi  -  sons 
wa  -    ter     There    is  naught   to     fear;    Kum  and  beer   are  cost  -  ly, 
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Kum  would  steal  my  joy,  Bring  dis-grace  up  -  on  me,  And  my  soul  de-stroy. 
That  dis-grace  and  kill;  Mine  shall  be  pure  wa  -  ter  From  a  sparkling  rill. 
While  the  rill    is     free;    Wa-ter,  sweet,  re-fresh-ing,  Is  the  drink  for  me. 
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Wa  -  ter,  wa  -  ter    is   the  drink  for   me;  Rum  and  whis-key 

for    you    and     me; 
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nev  -  er  mine  shall    be;  You  may  have  your  bran  -  dy, 

shall  ev  -   er     be;  —        m 

•P-     -r-                      -P-       ■*- 
~P — r<9 = • 1— t "b P P 1* P— 


1/     u     ^ 


f=£ 


feai 


The  Drink  for  Me. 
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You  may  have  your  beer;  Mine  shall  be  pure  water,  Sparkling,  cool  and    clear. 

sparkling,  cool  and  clear. 
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No.  123. 


Somebody. 


John  R.  Clements. 


WORDS  AND  MUSIC  COPYRIGHT,  1908,  BY  W.  S.  WEEDEN. 
E.  O.  EXCELL,  OWNER. 


W.  S.  Weeden. 
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Somebody  did  a  gold-en  deed,  Prov-ing  him-self  a  friend  in  need; 
Somebody  tho't  'tis  sweet  to  live,  Will-ing  -  ly  said,  "I'm  glad  to  give;" 
Somebody  i  -  died  all  the  hours,  Care-less-ly  crush'd  life's  fairest  flow'rs, 
Somebody  fill'd  the  day  with  light,  Constantly  chased  a  -  way  the  night; 
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Somebody  sang  a     cheerful  song.  Bright'ning  the  skies  the  whole  day  long,- 
Somebody  fought  a     val-iant  fight,  Bravely  he  lived  to    shield  the  right, — 
Somebody  made  life    loss,  not  gain,  Tho'tlessly  seemed  to    live  in    vain, — 
Somebody's  work  bore  joy  and  peace,  Sure-ly  his  life  shall  nev-er    cease, — 
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Was  that  some-bod  -  y        you? 
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Was  that  some-bod  -  y      you? 
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No.  124. 
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The  Old  AGGOunt  Settled. 
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USED  BY  PERMISSION. 
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1.  There  was  a  time  on  earth  When  in  the  book  of  heav'n  An  old  account  was 

2.  The     old  account  was  large, And  growing  ev-'ry  day,    For  I    was  always 

3.  When  at  the  judgment  bar    I  stand  be-fore  my  King, And  He  the  book  will 

4.  0      sin-ner,  seek  the  Lord,  Re-pent   of  all  your  sin,  For  thus  He  has  com- 
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standing  For  sins  yet  un-for-giv'n;  My  name  was  at  the  top,  And  ma  -  ny 
sinning,  And  nev  -  er  tried  to  pay;  But  when  I  looked  ahead  And  saw  such 
o  -  pen,  He  can-not  find  a  thing;  Then  will  my  heart  be  glad, While  tears  of 
manded,  If  you  would  en-ter  in;     And  then  if  you  should  live     A    hun-dred 


things  be-low,  I  went  un  -  to  the  keep-er,  And  set  -  tied  long  a  -  go. 
pain  and  woe,  I  said  that  I  would  set  -  tie,  And  set  -  tied  long  a  -  go. 
joy  will  flow  Be  -  cause  I  had  it  set-tied,  And  set  -  tied  long  a  -  go. 
years  be-low,   E'en  here  you'll  not  re-gret  it,   You  set  -  tied  long  a  -  go. 
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Chorus. 
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Long  a  -  go,  Long  a  -go,  Yes,  the  old  account  was 

Down  on  my  knees,  I     set-tied  it  all, 
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set-tied  long   a  -  go;  And  the  record's  clear  to-day,  For  He 

Hal  -  le  -  lu«-  jah! 
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The  Old  Account  Settled. 
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washed  my  sins    a-way,  When  the   old   account  was  set-tied  long    a  -  go. 
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No.  125. 


B.  E.  Hewitt. 


Tis  For  You  and  Me. 


COPYRIGHT,  1894,   BY  E.  O.  EXCELL 


E.  O.  Excell. 
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1.  There's  a     par  -  don  full     and  sweet,  "lis  for  you,     'tis    for    me; 

2.  There's  a    help    for    ev  -   'ry    day,    'Tis  for  you,     'tis    for    me; 

3.  There's  a    robe    of    snow  -  y    white   'Tis  for  you,     'tis    for    me; 
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Bless  -  ed    rest        at     Je  -  sus'  feet,  'Tis  for  you  and 

Joy     and  bless  -  ing    by      the  way,  'Tis  for  you  and 

There's  a   home       of    glo  -  ry  bright,  'Tis  for  you  and 


me. 
me. 
me. 
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All    for  you,    if  you   be  -  lieve,      If    sal  -  va  -  tion  you'll    re 
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There's  a   wel  -  come,  warm  and  true,     All     for  you, 
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No.  126. 

Fanny  Crosby. 


Praise  Ye  The  Lord. 

COPYRIGHT,  1J08,   BY  E.  O.   EXCELl, 
WORDS  AND  MUSIC. 


John  R.  Sweney. 


1.  Praise  ye  the  Lord,  the  God  of  our  sal-va-tion,  Lift    up  your  hearts  and 

2.  Praise  ye  the  Lord  whose  truth  a-bid-eth  ev-er,  Irust  in  His  word  who 

3.  Praise  Him,  ye  stars,  the  arch  of  night  a-dorn-ing,  Ye     who  be  -  held  the 

4.  Strike, strike  your  harps, ye  sainted  ones  in  glo  -  ry,  Ye  who  have  pass'd  with- 
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mag  -  ni  -  fy  His  name; 
marks  the  sparrows'  fall; 
new    ere  -  a-  tionrs  worth; 
in        the  gates  of  light; 

Jr.  -£: 


ap- 


praise ye  the  Lord  with  ho  -  ly  a  -  do  -  ra-tion, 
Hope  in  His  love  whose  mer-cy  faileth  nev-er, 
Ye       whore-joiced  to  ush  -  er  in  the  morning, 
Shout,  shout  a-loud  redemption's  hallowed  sto-ry, 
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Tell    of  His  po w'r  His  mighty  works  proclaim . 

Look  un  -  to  Him  who  watcheth  o  -  ver  all.    Praise  ye  the  Lord,      ye  an-gel 
Bright  with  the  smile  that  hail'd  Messiah's  birth.  the  Lord, 

While  with  the  King  ye  walk  in  spotless  white. 
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choirs  a-dore  Him,  Cherubim  and  seraphim  cast  your  crowns  before  Him;Proph- 
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Praise  Ye  the  Lord. 
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ets  and  martyrs  swell  the  joyful  song,  Honor  and  majesty  to  Him  be-long. 
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No.  127.         Where  Jesus  Is,  Tis  Heaven. 


C.  P.  Butler. 


COPYRIGHT,  1886,    BY  J.   M    BLACK. 
USED  BY  PER 


J.  M.  Black. 
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1.  Since  Christ  my  soul  from  sin  set  free,  This  world  has  been  aheav'n  to  me; 

2.  Once  heav-en  seemed  a  far-off  place,  Till  Je-sus  showed  His  smil-ing  face; 

3.  What  matters  where  on  earth  we  dwell?  On  mountain  top,  or  in    the  dell? 
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And,  'mid  earth's  sorrows  and  its  woe, 'Tis  heav'nmy  Je-sus  here  to  know. 
Now  it's  be-gun  with-in  my  soul,  'Twill  last  while  end-less  a  -  ges  roll. 
In    cot-tage,   or    a  man-sion  fair,  Where  Je-sus  is,     'tis    heav-en  there. 
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D.  C. — On  land  or  sea,  what  mat-ters  where,  Where  Je-sus  is,     'tis    heav-en  there. 


Chorus. 
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0     hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,  yes   'tis  heav'n,'Tis  heav'n  to  know  my  sinsfor-giv'n; 
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No.  128. 


Frances  R.  Havergal. 


Resting. 

COPYRIGHT,   1809,   BY  FANNIE  BIRDSAIL  BULA. 


Fannie  Birdsall  Bula. 
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1.  Rest-ing  on  the  faith  -  ful  -  ness  of  Christ  our  Lord;  Rest-ing  on    the 

2.  Rest-ing  in  the  for  -  tress  while  the    foe     is    nigh;   Rest-ing   in     the 

3.  Rest-ing  in  the  pas-tures  and  be-neaththe  Rock;  Rest-ing  by    the 

4.  Rest-ing  and  be-liev-ing,   let    us     on -ward  press;  Rest-ing    in   Him- 


*£ 


•         9         9 *0     _^. V       Zg.      ^~9 9 9 9 • 9 


gg 


ful  -  ness  of  His  own  sure  word;  Rest  -  ing  in  His  love  and  'neath  His 
life -boat  while  the  waves  roll  high;  Rest-ing  in  His  char-iot  for  the 
wa  -  ters  where  He  leads  His  flock;  Rest -ing  while  we  Us -ten  at  His 
self,  the  Lord  our  Right-eous-ness;  Rest  -  ing  and  re  -  joic  -  ing    let    His 
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Chorus. 
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v  v  y  ¥  ¥  ¥  ¥  ¥ 
shel-t'ring  wing;  Prais-es  now  to  Him  we'll  sing. 

swift,  glad  race;  Rest-ing    in  His  bound-less  grace.  Rest    -      -      ing, 

glo  -  rious  feet;    Oh,   the  bleSS-ed  rest    COm-plete.    Rest-ing  'neath  the  shelter  of  the 

saved  ones  sing,  Glo  -  ry   be    to  Christ  our  King. 
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rest    -    -    ing, 

Lord's  protecting  wing, 


Rest-ing 'neath  the  shelter  of    His  wing; 

of     the  Lord's  protecting  wing; 
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Trust      -      ing,  trust       -      ing, 

Trust-ing  in  the  promise,  simply  to  His  cross  we  cling, 
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Sim  -  ply  to  His  cross  we  cling. 
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No.  129. 


Glory  to  His  Name. 


Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman. 


Rev.  J.  H.  Stockton. 
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1.  Down  at      the  cross  where    my 

2.  I  am      so    won  -  drous  -  ly 

3.  Oh,  pre  -  cious  foun  -  tain    that 

4.  Come  to     this  foun  -  tain     so 
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Sav  -  ior  died,    Down  where   for 

saved  from  sin,       Je  -    sus      so 

saves  from  sin,        I       am      so 

rich    and  sweet;    Cast     thy    poor 
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cleans-ing  from  sin  I  cried,  There 
sweet  -  ly  a  -  bides  with  -  in ,  There 
glad  I  have  en-tered  in;  There 
soul    at     the  Sav-ior's  feet;  Plunge 


to    my  heart  was  the  blood  ap  -  plied; 
at    the  cross  where  He  took  me     in; 
Je  -  sus  saves  me  and  keeps  me  clean; 
in     to  -  day,  and    be  made  com-plete; 
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to    my  heart  was  the  blood  ap  -  plied; 

D.S. 


D.  8.— There 
Fine.     Chorus. 


$mwj?*m 


tm 


133 


^ 


Glo-ry  to  His  name.  Glo-ryto  His  name,        Glo-ry  to  His  name; 
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Glo-ry  to  His  name. 


No.  130. 


The  Hallelujah  Side. 


Rev.  Johnson  Oatraan,  Jr.  copyright,  isbb,  b»  john  j   hood. 


J.  Howard  Entwisle. 
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1.  Once    a    sin  -  ner,  far  from  Je  -  sus,    I    was   per-ish-ing  with  cold, 

2.  Tho'  the  world  may  sweep  a-round  me  with  her   daz  -  zle  and  her  dreams, 

3.  Not    for    all  earth's  gold-en    mil-lions  would  I    leave  this  pre-cious  place, 

4.  Here  the  sun     is     al-  ways  shin- ing,  here  the  sky     is     al-ways  bright; 

5.  And    up  -  on    the  streets  of    glo  -  ry,  when  we  reach  the   otb  -  er  shore, 
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Then  He 
For  my 
For  I'm 
For  my 
You   will 


But  the  bless  -  ed  Sav  -  ior  heard  me  when  I  cried; 
Yet  I  en  -  vy  not  her  van  -  i  -  ties  and  pride; 
Tho'  the  tempt  -  er  to  per-suade  me  oft  has  tried; 
"Tis  no  place  for  gloom  -y  Chris-tians  to  a  -  bide; 
And  have    safe  -  ly  crossed  the    Jor-dan's  roll -ing     tide, 
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led  me  to  His  fold,  And  I'm 
gold  -  en    sun-light  gleams,  And  I'm 

in    His  love  and  grace,  And  I'm 

heart  with  great  de- light,  And  I'm 

side  my  man-sion  door,  Where  I'm 


threw  His  robe  a -round  me,  and  He 
soul  looks  up  to  heav- en,  where  the 
safe  in  God's  pa  -  vil  -  ion,  hap  -  py 
soul  is  filled  with  mu- sic,  and  my 
find     me  shout-ing  "Glo-ry!"  just  out 
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o  -  pened  up  tow'rd  heaven    all   the 
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win-dows   of  my  soul,  And  I'm 
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Oh,  glo  -  ry  be  to  Je -sus!  let  the 
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liv-ing  on  the  hal  -  le  -  lu-jah    side. 
IS 


m 


f=f=f=t 


£ 


S 


£ 


^ 


*: 


r 

til?  -  ing  on  Z/ie  /iai  -  fe  -  lu-jah  side. 
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The  Hallelujah  Side. 
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hal  -  le-lu-]ahs  roll;  Help  me    sing  the  Sav-ior'sprais-es  far  and  wide; 
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No.  131.  Jesus  is  Tenderly  Galling  Thee  Nome. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


COPYRIGHT,   1883,   BY  GEORGE  C.  STEBBlNS 
USED  BY  PERMISSION. 


George  C.  Stebblns. 
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1.  Je-sus  is  ten-der-ly    call-ing  thee  home— Calling  to-day,  call-ing  to-day; 

2.  Je-sus  is  call-ing  the  wear  -  y    to    rest— Call-ing  to-day,  call-ing  to-day; 

3.  Je-sus  is  waiting,  0  come  to  Him  now— Waiting  to  -  day,  wait-ing  to-day; 

4.  Je-sus  ispleading,  0    list    to  His  voice— Hear  Him  to-day,  hear  Him  to-day; 
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Why  from  the  sun-shine  of  love  wilt  thou  roam  Far-ther  and  far-ther  a 
Bring  Him  thy  burden,  and  thou  shalt  be  blest;  He  will  not  turn  thee  a 
Come  with  thy  sins,  at  His  feet  low  -  ly  bow;  Come,  and  no  Ion  -  ger  de 
They  who  be-lieve  on  His  name  shall  re-  joice;  Quick-ly    a -rise  and  o 


way? 
way. 
lay. 
bey. 
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Call        -       iag    to  ■  day,     .     .        Call       -       ing    to  -  day;     .     . 

Call  -  ing,  call  -  ing       to  •  day,     to  -  day,      Call  -  ing.   call  -  ing      to  -  day.      to  -  day; 
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Je        -         sus  is      call        -        ing,  Is    ten-der-ly  call-ing  to  -  day. 

Je-sus  is    ten-der-ly     call-ing  to-day. 
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No.  132.        Jerusalem,  Golden  and  Fair. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  M. 
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1.  There's  a  beau  -  ti  -  ful  cit  -  y    of    pal  -  a-ces  bright, Where  there  never-more 

2.  It         is  build -ed  for  all    of  the  blood-washed  and  pure,  For  the  faithful  who 

3.  Nev  -  er  sor-row  or  sigh-ing  shall  en  -  ter  there-in,  Nev  -  er  sick-ness  or 

4.  Just      a  few  fleet-ing  years  and  my  race  will  be    run;  Just    a    lit  -  tie  more 
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fall  -  eth  the  shad-ows  of  night,  And  it  need  -  eth  no  sun,  for  the 
un  -  to  the  end  shall  en -dure;  'Tis  the  word  of  our  God,  and  His 
dy  -  ing,  or  an  -  y  more  sin;  Thy  in  -  hab  -  i-tants  nev  -  er  shall 
toil    and  my  life's  work    is  done;  There  I    hope    me  to    rest    at    the 
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Chorus. 
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Lamb  is    the  light,  Je  -  ru  -  sa-lem,  golden  and  fair, 

prom-ise    is  sure,  Je  -  ru  -  sa-lem,  golden  and  fair, 

wear-  y     a -gain,  Je  -  ru  -  sa-lem,  golden  and  fair, 

set  -ting  of    sun,  Je  -  ru  -  sa-lem ,  golden  and  fair. 


Je  -ru  -  sa-lem,  Je- 
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ru  -  sa-lem,  Je-ru -sa-lem,  golden  and    fair,     .     .  'Mid  earth's bus-y 

and    fair, 
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Jerusalem,  Golden  and  Fair. 
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thronging  my  heart  is  oft  longing,  Thy  rest  and  thy  glories  to    share.     . 

thy  glo-ries  to    share. 
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No.  133. 

Ada  Blenkhorn. 


With  Joyful  Song. 

COPYRIGHT,   1909,   BY  W.   B.  ROSE,  AGENT. 
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1.  With  joy  -ful  song    we  greet  the    day     That    saw    our  Lord    a  -  rise, 

2.  The  hours  of  gold  -  en  wings  will  fly,       Up -borne    by  hope's  sweet  gale, 

3.  Our  bless -ed    Je  -  sus  looks    in   love;     The      an-  gels    on     us    gaze; 
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With  joy  we  meet    to  praise  and    pray       Be  -  neath  the    list-'ning  skies. 

And  glad-ly    bear,  while  speed-ing     by,      Our   songs  o'er  hill    and  dale. 

And  rich  -  er      is      the  song    a  -  bove,     Be  -  cause    we     of  -  fer  praise. 


Chorus. 
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To  Him  who  dwells  a- 


In  sweetest  praise  our  voice  we  raise 

In   sweet  -  est  praise  our  voice    we  raise 
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bove;  Glad  hearts  we  bring    to  Christ  our  King,  The  Prince  of  life    and  love. 
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No.  134.  Kept  for  the  Master's  Use. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  M. 


COPYRIGHT,   1909,   BY  W.   B.   ROSE,  AGENT. 
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1.  Oh,  Lord,    as  Thine  own  chil  -  dren,  We  come     in     Je  -  sus'   name 

2.  Take  Thou  our  hands  and    use    them    To    toil      un  -  ceas  -  ing  -  ly; 

3.  Take  Thou  our    all,  dear  Sav  -  ior,    Thy  sov- 'reign  right  we     own; 
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The    prom  -  ise    of       the    Fa-  ther  With -in       us   now    we      claim; 
Take  Thou    our  feet    and  cause  them  Thy    mes-sen-gers    to       be; 
May  heav -en's  win- dows    o  -pen,   And  show'rs  of  grace  come     down. 
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Cre  -  ate    clean  hearts  with -in      us,    And  spir  -  its    right   re  -  new; 
Take  Thou  our    lips     and  fill    them  With  mes  -  sa  -  ges      of      grace; 
Kept  for    Thy    use      for  -  ev    -  er,    Each  pow  -  er     we     pos  -  sess, 
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For  serv  -  ice    now    e  -  quip     us,   And  form    us     all       a  -  new. 
Take  Thou  our  hearts  and  make  them  The  Spir-  it's  dwell  -  ing    place. 
Set    Thou  Thy  seal    up  -  on       us,  With  full      sal  -  va  -  tion    bless. 
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Chorus. 


Wi'^eB^'H^ 


Read-y    to  go,  or  to  say,  or  to    be    Just  what  my  Lord  shall  choose; 

Just  what     my  Lord  shall  choose; 
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Kept  for  the  Master's  Use. 
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Ev-er-y  power Thou'st  giv-en    to  me,    Kept  for  the  Mas-ter's   use. 
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Look  and  Live. 

COPYRIGHT,  1887,  BY  E.  O.   EXCELL. 
WORDS   AND    MUSIC. 
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i.  I've  a  message  from  the  Lord,Hal-le  -  lu  -  jahlThe  message  un-to  you   I'll  give, 

2.  I've  a  mes-sage  full    of  love,  Hal-le  -  lu  -  jah!  A  message,  0  my  friend, for  you, 

3.  Life  is     of-fer'd  un  -  to  you,  Hal-le  -  lu  -  jah!  E  -  ter-nallife  thy  soulshall  have, 

4.  I     will  tell  you  how    I  came, Hal-le  -  lu  -  jah!  To  Jesuswhen  He  made  me  whole: 
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'Tis  re-cord-ed  in  His  word,  Hal-le -lu- jahl  It  is  on-ly  that  you"look  and  live." 
'Tis  a  message  from  above,  Hal-le-lu- jah!  Je-sussaidit,  and  I  know  'tis  true. 
If  you'll  on-ly  look  to  Him,  Hal  -  le  -lu-  jah!Look  to  Jesus  who  a-lone  can  save. 
'T was  believing  on  Hisname,Hal  -  le  -lu  -  jah!  I     trusted  and  He  sav'd  my  soul. 
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D.S.-'Tt*  re-cord-ed  in  His  word,Hal  -le-lu  -jah!  It  is  on-ly  that  you  "look  and  live.' 
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"Look  and  live"  .  .  .  my  brother,  live, 


"Look  and  live, "my  brother  live, "Look  and  live," 
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Look  to  Je  -  sus  now  and  live, 
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No.  136.       Beautiful  Star  of  Bethlehem! 


Mattle  Pearson  Smith. 


USED    BY    PERMISSION. 


J.  M.  Stillman. 
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1.  Beau-ti  -  ful  star 

2.  Beau-ti  -  ful  star 

3.  Beau-ti  -  ful  star 

4.  Beau-ti  -  ful  star 
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of  Beth-le-hem,  shine  0  -  ver  the  hills    of     Pal-es- 

of  Beth-le-hem,  shine,  Shed-ding  thy  beauteous  rays  di- 

of  Beth-le-hem,  shine  In  -  to  the  hearts  that  faint  and 

of  Beth-le-hem,  shine  0  -  ver  this  earth-ly    home  of 
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tine;  There  the  Child  Je  -  sus  slum-ber-eth  sweet,   And  we  would 

vine;  Light  the  dark  pla  -  ces  held     in    sin's  thrall,  Bring-ing    thy 

pine;  Show  the  Child  Je  -  sus,  hum  -  ble,  but  King,    Born  to    com- 

mine,  How  the  Child  Je  -  sus  dwell  -  ing  with  me,      Keep-eth    me 
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Refrain. 
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bow     at    His  ho    -  ly  feet, 

peace  and  good-will      to  all. 

pas  -  sion   and  com  -  fort  bring, 

pure    and  from  sin  -  ning  free. 
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Beau  -  ti  -  ful  star 

Beau  -  ti  -  ful  star 

Beau  -  ti  -  ful  star 

Beau  -  ti  -  ful  star 
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of  Beth-le-hem, 

of  Beth-le-hem, 

of  Beth-le-hem, 

of  Beth-le-hem, 
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shine          0  -  ver  the  hills       of      Pal  -  es  -  tine;  Beau  -  ti  -  ful 

shine,  Shed-ding  thy  beau  -  teous    rays    di  -  vine;  Beau  -  ti  -  ful 

shine         In  -  to    the  hearts  that    faint  and  pine;  Beau  -  ti  -  ful 

shine         In  -  to  this  earth  -  ly     home    of  mine;  Beau  -  ti  -  ful 
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Beautiful  Star  of  Bethlehem! 
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star  of  Beth-le-hem,  shine  O-verthe  hills    of     Pal-es-tine. 

star  of  Beth-le-hem,  shine,  Shed-ding  thy  beauteous  rays  di  -  vine, 

star  of  Beth-le-hem,  shine  In  -  to    the  hearts  that  faint  and  pine, 

star  of  Beth-le-hem,  shine  In  -  to  this  earth- ly  home  of    mine 
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No.  137. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Peace  to  My  Soul. 

COPYRIGHT,   1808,  BY  E.  O     EXCELL. 
WORDS  AND  MUSIC. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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1.  O         Je  -  sus,  my  Sav  -  ior,   All    glo-ry    to  Thee;   Sweet  peace  in    be- 

2.  What  heights  of  en-  joy-ment,  What  rapture  is  mine,   While  faith-ful  -  ly 

3.  Should  sor-rowo'er-take  me,  Thy  word  is    my  stay;   Should  tri  -  als  be- 

4.  0         lov -ing  Re-deem -er,  What-ev  -  er  Thy  will,       In    tem-pestsor 
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Chords. 
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Peace,  peace  to  my    soul    Flows  like  a 


liev  -  ing  Thou  giv  -  est  to    me. 
trust-ing  Thyprom-ise  di  -  vine! 
fall    me,Thouguid-estmy  way. 
sun-shine,  I'll    fol-low  Thee  still. 
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beau-ti-ful  riv  -  er;  Peace,  hallowed  and  pure, Constant,  a-bid-ing  f or-ev  -  er. 
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No.  138.      Prom  the  Gross  to  the  Grown. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


COPYRIGHT,   1907,   BY  E.  O.   EXCELL. 
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Be  strong  and  cour-a  -  geous  what  -e'er  may  be  -  fall,  We  know  our  Re- 
His  cup  of  af  -  flic  -  tion  was  filled  to  the  brim,  And  are  we  not 
This  life  is  a  con-flict,  a  bat  -  tie  with  sin,  Yet  trust-ing  in 
Tho'  friends  that  are  dear-est  have  gone  from  our  sight,  'Tis    on  -  ly     to 
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deem-er  will     an  -  ewer  our  call;      Tho'  sor  -  row  and   tri  -  als     are 
will-ing    to      suf-fer     for  Him?    The  robe      of     His  glo  -  ry     for 
Je  -  8us  thro'  grace  we  shall  win;     The  world   may  op  -  pose    us,     the 
en  -  ter  the     man-sions  of  light;    Their  war  -  fare    is     o  -  ver,  their 
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weigh-ing  us  down,  Yet  hope  looks  a  -  way  from  the  cross  to  the  crown, 

us       He  laid  down,  To  show    us  the  path  from  the  cross  to  the  crown, 

tempt-er  may  frown,  Yet  faith  lead-eth    on    from  the  cross  to  the  crown, 

bur  -  dens  laid  down, How  short  was  their  path  from  the  cross  to  the  crown. 
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Chorus. 
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From  the  cross  to  the  crown  let  us    fol-low  our  Lord,  From  the  cross  to  the 
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Prom  the  Gross  to  the  Grown, 
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crown  let  us       cling  to   His  Word;  Tho'  sor  -  row  and  tri  -  als     are 
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weigh -ing    us  down,  Yet  faith  leads  us   on    from  the    cross  to  the  crown  1 


&fr 


**=*=* 


isi 


£. 


v=*- 


-B «_ 


^ 


E* 


*=*: 


y-y 


No.  139,        Well  Work  till  Jesus  Gomes. 


Elizabeth  Mills. 


USED  BY  PERMISSION. 


William  Miller. 
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1.  O      land   of   rest,  for   thee    I     sigh!  When  will 

2.  To     Je  -  sus  Christ  I     fled  for     rest;  He  bade 

3.  I     sought  at  once  my  Sav-ior's   side,  No  more 
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me  cease  to 
my  steps  shall 
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When  I    shall  lay   my      ar-mor   by,    And  dwell     in  peace  at    home? 
And  lean  for    sue  -  cor      on    His  breast  Till     He      con-duct  me  home. 
WithHiml'llbravedeath'schill-ing   tide,  And  reach    my  heav'n-ly  home. 
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Chorus. 
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We'll  work     till  Jesus  comes.We'll  work  till  Je-sus  comes; 

We'll  work  We'll  work  And  we'll  be  gathered  home. 
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No.  140, 

Fannie  L.  Townsley. 
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A  Little  Longer. 

COPYRIGHT,   1886,  BY  T.   H.   NEL60N. 
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1.  Trav-'ler,    tho'    thy  feet  are  worn,  Climb  a  lit  -  tie  Ion' 

2.  Tho' thy   heart     is    ach-ing  sore,  Bear  a  lit  -  tie  Ion' 

3.  Step    by     step  climb  high -er       still,  Climb  a  lit  -  tie  Ion' 

4.  Glo  -  ry       in      the  sun  -  set  land  Waits  a  lit  -  tie  ion  ■ 
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gerl 
gerl 
ger! 
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Tho'  with  thorns  thy  hands  are  torn,  Cling  a  lit  -  tie  Ion 
Stands  an  -  oth  -  er  cross  be  -  fore,  Lift  a  lit  -  tie  Ion 
At       the     top     thy  heart  shall    thrill,    Hope     a     lit  -  tie     Ion 


ger! 
ger! 
ger! 
Till      the    loved  shall  clasp  thy     hand,     With     a    love  grown  stron-ger; 
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Thorns  shall  change  to  wav  -  ing  palms,  Tem-pests  cease  in  heav'n-ly  calms, 
No  more  heart-ache,  no  more  pain,  In  the  land  thou  yet  shall  gain, 
On  thy  brow  shall  shine  a  gem,  Spark -ling  in  life's  di  -  a  -  dem, 
Friends  are  beck-'ning  from  the  skies,    Urg-ing    on     the  soul  that  tries 
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Joy  shall    ban    -  ish  thine      a  -  larms,  Wait  a  lit  -  tie  Ion  -  ger! 

On  -  ly     faith  -    ful  -  ly        re  -  main,  True  a  lit  -  tie  Ion  -  ger! 

In     the    new        Je  -  ru    -    sa  -  lem,  On  a  lit  -  tie  Ion  -  ger! 

Still   to    reach heav'n's Par  -  a-  dise,  On!  a  lit  -  tie  Ion  -  ger! 
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Chorus. 


A  Little  Longer. 
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walk     the       way       no        ter  -  ror      can       a-larm, 
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For     He      holds    me    with    His      ev  -  er    -    last  -  ing        arms. 
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Under  His  Gare. 
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1.  God  will  take  care    of  me    All  the  day  long;   His  love  doth  com-fort  me, 

2.  God  will  take  care    of  me,  Keep  me  from  sin;    His  pow'r  will  help  me  Each 

3.  God  will  take  care    of  me,  I've  naught  to  fear;  Tho'  sor-row'spath  I  tread, 


He     is    my     song. 

vie- fry  to      win.        He   is  my  Com-fort-er,  Keep-er  and  Guide,  He  will  take 

I       feel  Him    near. 
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of    me,  Walk  by  my  side;   He  will  take  care  of    me,  Walk  by  my  side. 
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Victory  in  My  Soul. 
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1.  Since  I've  start  -ed  out    to  trav-el     in    the  straight  and  nar-row  way, 

2.  Oft       I    meet  with  fierce  temp-ta-tions,  Sa-tan's  darts  are    at    me  hurled, 

3.  Storm  clouds  oft-en  hov  -  er  o'er  me,   but  His  love  shines  sweetly  thro', 

4.  Glo  -  ry,   glo  -  ry,  what    a    Sav-ior!    I    will  trust  Him  all    the  way, 
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Since  the  Sav-ior  by  His  lif  e-blood  made  me  whole ,  Since  He  taught  me  how  to 
But    my  Sav-ior  of    my  life  has  full  con-trol,And    I  hear  Him  gen  -  tly 
And    I  shout  His  prais-es  tho'  the  bil-lows  roll,  For  the  rain-bow  of  God's 
He    will  guide  me  till     I  safe  -  ly  reach  the  goal;  More  than  con-quer-or  will 
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fol  -  low,  how  to    dai  -  ly  watch  and  pray,  I've  had  vie -fry  in  my 

whis-per,  "I  have    o-ver-come  the  world,"  And  I've  vict'ry  in  my 

promise  spans  the  arch   of  heav-en's  blue,  And  I've  vic-t'ry  in  my 

bring  me    to  that  land  of  end -less  day,  Giv-ing  vic-t'ry  in  my 


soul, 
soul, 
soul, 
soul. 
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I    have  vie  -  fry,  vie  -  fry,  vie  -  fry    in      my    soul, 

vie  -  fry,  vie  -  fry, 
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Victory  in  My  Soul. 
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Glo-ry, hal-le-lu-jah!      vic-t'ryin    my  soul;    Vic-t'ry  o-ver  ev-'ry  sin, 
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Foes  without  and  foes  within,  Glo-ry,  hal-le-lu-jah!  I've  vict'ry  in    mysoul. 
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No.  143. 

L.  H. 


I  Am  Goniing,  Lord. 


Rev.  L.  Hartsough. 
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1.  I       hear    Thy  wel-come  voice,  That  calls    me,  Lord,  to  Thee,  For 

2.  Tho' com- ing  weak  and  vile,     Thou  dost    my  strength  as-sure;  Thou 

3.  'Tis  Je  -  sus  calls  me    on        To  per  -  feet  faith  and  love,      To 
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cleans  -  ing     in    Thy     pre-cious  blood  That  flowed    on    Cal  -  va  -  ry. 
dost      my    vile-ness     full  -  y  cleanse,  Till    spot-  less    all    and    pure, 
per  -    feet  hope,  and  peace,  and  trust,  For  earth    andheav'na  -  bove. 

f  f  f   *  * 


gatfcfe 


£ 


a 


f^ 


Chorus. 


D.  S.—Tliat  flowed    on  Cal  -  va  -  ry! 
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I     am  coming,  Lord!  Com-ingnowtoThee!  Wash  me,  cleanse  me,  in  the  blood 
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I  Have  Gast  My  Anchor. 


E.  O.  E. 
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INTERNATIONAL    COPYRIGHT   SECURED. 


E.  O.  Excell. 
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1.  I     was  out    on    the  o  -  cean  sail  -  ing    In      a  wild   and  storm-y    sea, 

2.  Tho'  the  waves  dashing  high  surround  me,  Tho'  the  winds  blow  cold  and  chill, 

3.  Sin-ner  why  will  you  drift  in  dark-ness    On    the   o  -  cean    of    de  -  spair 
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And  my  sin  ladened  barque  was  sink-ing  Help-less  as  a  wreck  could  be; 
There's  a  calm  in  my  soul  since  Je  -  sus  Bade  my  troubled  heart  be  still; 
When  the  Pi- lot  would  guide  you  safe  -  ly      To    the   Har-bor    o  -  ver  there? 
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There  were  breakers  all  a  -  round  me  Darkness  filled  the  sky  a  -  bove, 
By  His  grace  I  shall  be  -  hold  Him  By  His  blood  will  o  -  ver -come, 
Call    up  -  on     Him    He    will  hear  you,    He  can  calm  the  troub  -  led  wave, 
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When  I  heard  some  one  say  "Cast  anchor     In    the    har  -  bor  of    my  love." 
And  thro'  all  the  e  -  ter  -  nal  a  -  ges    Sing,  "Hislove  hath  brought  me  Home." 
From  the  tempt-er  He  will  de  -  liv  -  er    He    is  might  -  y,      He    can    save. 
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I  Have  Gast  My  Anchor. 
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I  have  cast  my  an-chor  in     a  safe  har-bor  Where  no  stormy  bil-  lows  roll; 
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In  the  love  of    Je-sus    I  have  found  refuge,  And  a  shel-ter  for  my  soul. 


I 


^   |p  •  *- 


'1  E  FFi — i — u" 


£ 


£=£ 


No.  145. 

Flora  E.  Breck. 
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Everything  for  Jesus. 
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■'ry-thing for  Je-sus!  Un  -  to  Him  I  give  All  I  have  and  hope  for; 
■ 'ry-thing for  Je-sus!  I  will  con -se-crate  Life,  andlove,  andservice, 
■'ry-thing for  Je-sus!   Ev - 'ry-thing I  know,  On  my  lov  -ingSav-ior 


1.  Ev 

2.  Ev 

3.  Ev 
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Chorus. 


£ 


fefe 


^ 


y^  'fLf 


a     ^~ 


in 


'Tis 
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for  Him  I     live, 
it    be  too    late.      Ev-'ry- thing  for    Je-sus,    All  to  Christ  my  King  1 

ly    I     be  -  stow.  ^» 
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Him  who  gave  so  much  for  me,    I     will  give  Him  ev  - 'ry  -  thing. 


^P 


£    *- 


JL 


-*--£-         -0- 


^ 


1 


No.  146. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  M. 


Jesus  Our  Savior  Is. 
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1.  Our  hearts  to  -  day    are  filled  with  praise,  Withgrat-i  -  tude  and   love, 

2.  By    faith  we  plunge  be-neath  the  blood  Which  cleanseth  from  all    sin, 

3.  Join,  join  with  us,    ye    an-  gel  choirs,  Strike  all  your  harps  of     gold; 
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To    Him  who  died  our  souls  to  save,  And  shed  His  pre  -  cious  blood; 
The    pre-cious,  heal-ing,  crim-son  flood  Which  mak-eth  pure  with -in; 
By     hu  -  man  lips  and  mor-tal  tongues  His  praise  can  ne'er  be     told; 
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Let    all     u  -  nite  His  name  to  bless,  In  hymns  of    praise  and  thank-ful-ness. 
Chil-dren  of  God,  henceforth  to    be  With  Christ  His  Son,  joint  heirs  are  we. 
Re-deem-ing  love  our  theme  shall  be,  Thro'-out  a     long    e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty. 
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Joy!         joy! 


joy! 


Je  -  sus  our  Sav  -  ior 
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Jesus  Our  Savior  Is. 
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In  our  glad  hearts  He  comes  to  stay,    Chas-ing  the  clouds  of  gloom  a  -  way; 
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Je  -  sus  our  Sav  -  ior 
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Martha  Newton. 


God's  Holy  Book. 

COPYRIGHT,   1897,   BY  E     O.   EXCELL. 
WORDS  AND  MUSIC 


a 


E.  O.  Excell. 


a 


s 


1.  What  light   is  this  whose  constant  ray  Re -veals,  to  trav-'lers  lost,  the  way 

2.  What  faith -ful  chart  on  Ufe's  rough  sea,  What  compass  true  where'er  we  be, 

3.  What  sword  en  -  a  -  bles   us    to  fight  Against  sin's  pow'rs  and  Satan's  might, 
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To  man-sions  of 
What  an  -  chor  for 
Gives  vie  -  to  -  ry 
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D.  S.—  A    light  to  shine 
Chorus. 
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my  path,     I  love,  I  love    the    Bi-ble. 
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the   Bi  -  ble; 

love       the     Bi     -   ble; 


ff-f-srt-rg^t^ 


I 


No.  148. 
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On  to  the  Land  of  Glory. 
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1.  Oa     to     the  land     of      glo  -  ry,      On       to    the  home  of     light, 

2.  Loy  -  al     to  Christ   our  Lead-er,     Trust -ing  His  boundless  might, 

3.  On     to  the  land     of       glo  -  ry,     On     to     the  home  so      dear, 
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Sing  -  ing     the  dear    old 

sto  -  ry, 

Dn      to     the  man-sions  bright; 

March-ing     in    Zi  -  on's 

ar  -  my, 

Bat  -  tling   for  God   and   right; 

Help  -  ing  each  oth  -  er 

up  -  ward, 

On     with    a  song     of    cheer; 
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Joy-ful  -  ly  shout-ing  ho  -  san  -  na,  Prais-ing  the  name  of   our  King, 

Vic-to  -  ry     on  -  ly  thro'   Je  -  sus,  This    is   the  watchword  of    faith, 

Glo-ri  -  ous  hopes  are  be  -  fore    us,  Yon  -  der  the  crown  and  the  palm, 
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Fol-low-ing  af  -  ter  His  ban  -  ner,  Glad  -  ly  our  voic  -  es  ring. 
Cer-tain-ly  He  will  be  with  us,  With  us  in  life  and  death. 
Join  in  the  ju    -    bi-lant    cho  -  rus,  Join     the  thanks-giv  -  ing  psalm. 
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Chorus. 
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Onl      on!       on!  On    to    the  land  of   glo-ry!    On!     On! 

Marching,  marching,  marching  on,  Marching,  marching, 
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On  to  the  Land  of  Glory. 
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on!  On  to  the  home  of  light!     On!  •   on!        on!  Sing-ingthe 

m  arch-ing  on!  Marching,  marching:,  inarching  on! 
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On   to  the  man-sions  bright! 
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dear  old  sto  -  ry;  On!       on!       on  I 

Marching,  marching,  marching  on! 
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Luther's  Gradle  Hymn. 
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1.  A  -  way     in    a   man  -  ger,  No   crib  for    Hi9    bed,     The    lit  -  tie  Lord 

2.  The  cat  -  tie  w:re  low  -  ing— The  poor  ba  -  by  wakes;  But    lit  -  tie  Lord 

3.  Be  near    me,  Lord  Je  -  sus,    I     ask  Thee  to    stay  Close    by     me  for- 
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Je  -  sus  Lay  down  His  wee  head;  The  stars  in  the  heav  -  ens  Looked 
Je  -  sus  No  cry  -ing  He  makes.  I  love  Thee,  Lord  Je  -  sus,  Look 
ev   -  er,    And  love   me,       I    pray;    Bless  all     the  dear  chil  -  dren  In 
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He  lay,  The  lit  -  tie  Lord  Je  -  sus  A -sleep  on  the  hay. 
the  sky,  And  stay  by  my  era  -  die,  To  watch  lul  -  la  -  by. 
der    care,  And  take  us    to  heav  -  en,  To  live  with  Thee  there. 
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1.  Man  -  y  Chris-tians  have  a  -  bun-dance    of    the  gifts  the  Lord  hath  giv'n, 

2.  Are    we  faith -ful     in    our  serv  -  ice,    glad  to      fol  -  low  each  com-mand, 

3.  0       the  cause  of    God  doth  Ian  -  guish   for  the    lack  of  work-ers  true, 
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And  the  rich  -  es  which  so  quick-ly  take  their  wing;  They  are   pil-ing  up  their 
To    His  storehouse  all  our  tithes  and  off 'rings  bring,  With  the  tal-ents,  one  or 
Who  the  matchless  praise  of  Christ  will  speak  or  sing;  And  His  bless-ed  truth  is 
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on    the  earth,  and  not    inheav'n,  They  are  keep 

He    en- trust -ed     to    our  hand?    Are    we  keep 

-now  does  this    ap  -  ply    to    you?  Some  are  keep 
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man  -  y, 
hin-dered,- 
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mon  -  ey 
mon  -  ey 
mon*-  ey 


of     the  King. 

of     the  King?    Are  we  keep  -  ing  back  the  mon  -  ey    which  be- 

of     the  King  I 
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to    the  King?  How  can  we      a -bide  the  test -ing  of  that  day 
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Keeping  Back  the  Money  of  the  Kin£. 
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When  the  King  shall  call  His  own         To    as  -  sem  -  ble  round  the  throne, 
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If  we're  keep  -  ing  back  the  mon  -  ey, 
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No.  151. 


Old  Time  Religion. 


Arranged. 
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Cho.— 'Tis    the    old     time    re-  lig  -  ion,  "lis    the    old    time    re  -  lig-ion, 

1.  It      wa9  good    for    our  moth -ers,     It    was  good    for    our  moth-ers, 

2.  Makes  me  love     ev  -  'ry-bod  -  y,  Makes  me   love     ev  -'ry-bod-y, 

3.  It       has  sav  -  ed    our     fa-thers,    It    has   sav  -  ed     our     fa-thers, 
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'Tis     the  old    time 

It        was  good   for 

Makes  me  love     ev  ■ 

It        has  sav  -  ed 


re  -  lig  -ion,    It's  good  e-nough  for  me. 

our  moth-ers,    It's  good  e-nough  for  me. 

'ry-bod-y,     It's  good  e-nough  for  me. 

our   fa-thers,  It's  good  e-nough  for  me. 
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4  |1 :  It  was  good  for  the  Prophet  Daniel, : 

It's  good  enough  for  me. 

5  || :  It  was  good  for  the  Hebrew  children, 

It's  good  enough  for  me. 

6  || :  It  was  tried  in  the  fiery  furnace,  :|| 

It's  good  enough  for  me. 


:  It  was  good  for  Paul  and  Silas,  :|| 
It's  good  enough  for  me. 

:  It  will  do  when  I  am  dying,  :|| 
It's  good  enough  for  me. 

:  It  will  take  us  all  to  heaven,  :|| 
It's  good  enough  for  me. 
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Gount  Your  Blessings. 
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1.  When  up  -  on  life's  bil-lows  you   are  tern  -  pest-tossed, When  you  are  dis- 

2.  Are     you    ev  -  er  burdened  with    a  load      of    care?  Does  the  cross  seem 

3.  When  you  look  at  oth  -  ers  with  their  lands  and  gold,  Think  that  Christ  has 

4.  So,      a  -  mid  thecon-flict,  wheth-er  great  or  small,  Do     not     be    dis- 
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cour  -  aged,  thinking     all    is     lost,  Count  your  man-y  blessings,  name  them 
heav  -  y      you  are  called  to   bear?  Count  your  man-y  blessings,    ev  -  *ry 
prom-ised  you  His  wealth  un-told;  Count  your  man-y  blessings,    mon-  ey 
couraged,    God  is      o  -  ver    all;  Count  your  man-y  blessings,   an  -  gels 
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one      by      one,  And    it    will    sur-prise  you,  what  the  Lord  hath  done, 

doubt  will    fly,    And  you  will    be   sing  -  ing     as   the  days    go  by. 

can  -  not   buy    Your  re  -  ward  in   heav  -  en,   nor  your  home  on  high, 

will      at  -  tend,  Help  and  com -fort  give   you  to   your  jour  -  ney's  end. 
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Chorus. 
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Count 
Count  your  man-y     bless-ings, 


your  blessings,  Name  them  one      by  one,    Count 


your 

Name  them    one     by      one,      Count  your  man-y 
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Gount  Your  Blessings. 
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bless-ings,  See  what  God     hath       done;  Count  your  blessings, 

bless  -  ings.  See  what  God  hath  done;     Count  your    ma  -  ny_       bless-ings       [^ 
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Name  them  one  by    one,  Count  your  many    blessings,  See  what  God  hath  done. 
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Under  the  Gross. 
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1.  I      am  com-ing    to    the  cross;    I    am  poor,  and  weak,  and  blind; 

2.  Long  my  heart  has  sighed  for  Thee;Long  has  e  -  vilreign'dwith-in; 

3.  Here  I  give  my  all     to  Thee, Friends, and  time, and  earth-Iy  store, 
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I  am  counting  all  but  dross;  I  shall  full  sal  -  va  -  tion  find. 
Je  -  sus  sweetly  speaks  to  me,  "I  will  cleanse  you  from  all  sin." 
Soul  and  bod  -  y  Thine   to     be,  Whol-ly  Thine  for  -  ev  -  er-more. 
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CHORUS.  1 Q I 


Un-der  the  cross  I     lay  my  sins,  [Un-der  the  cross, my  cry;    cross  I'll  die. 
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I  Love  to  Walk  With  Jesus. 
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Oh,  I  love  to  walk  with  Je  -  sus,  Like  the 
Oh,  I  love  to  walk  with  Je  -  sus,  Like  the 
Oh,  I  love  to  walk  with  Je  -  sus  All  the 
Oh,  some-time  I'll  walk  with  Je  -  sus   In     the 
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pub-lic-ans    of   old, 
man    of   long   a  -  go, 
way    to  Calv'ry's  brow, 
land    of   end  -  less  day, 
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When  He  gath-ered  them 
Who    had  tar  -  ried   by 
Gaze    up  -  on    that  scene 
When  our  jour  -  ney  here 


a  -  bout  Him,  And  the  bless  -  ed  ti  -  dings  told, 
the  way -side  Near  the  gates  of  Jer  -  i  -  cho; 
of  suf-f 'ring  While  my  tears  of  sor  -  row  flow, 
is      o  -  ver,  And  we've  reached  our  home  to  stay; 


ifcit 


y- 1  f  f 


* 


£ 


K± 


r   r   t 


Villi 


i 


m 


^m 


f 


F=t 


How  He  came  to  bring  de  -  liv-'rance  To  the  cap  -  tives  in  dis-tress, 
Je  -  sus  heard  his  cry  for  mer  -  cy,  Gave  him  back  his  sight  that  day, 
There  He  tells  me  how  He  loves  me,  Takes  my  ev  -  'ry  sin  a  -  way, 
Then    I'll  walk  with  Him   for  -  ev  -  er,  Sing   His  prais  -  es    o'er  and  o'er, 
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way   our   ev  - 'ry  bur-den,  Giv  -  ing  per  -  feet  peace  and  rest, 

me-diate-ly     he  fol-lowed  Je  -  sus    all       a  -  long  the  way. 

fol  -  low  Him    so  glad  -  ly,  Lead   me   an  -  y  -  where  He  may. 

all    the  saints  in  glo  -  ry,  Love,  and  wor- ship,  and     a  -  dore. 
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Chorus. 
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I  Love  to  Walk  With  Jesus. 
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I     will  fol-  low  where  He  lead-eth,    I     will  pas-ture  where  He  feed-eth, 
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I   will  fol -low   all  the  way,  Lord,  I  will  fol -low  Je-sus  ev-'ry 
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No.  155. 


Edward  Hopper. 


Jesus,  Savior,  Pilot  Me. 
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1.  Je-sus,  Sav  -  ior,  pi  -  lot     me     0  -  ver    life's  tem-pest-uous  sea; 
D.  G. — Chart  and  corn-pass  come  from  Thee:  Je  -  sus,  Sav  -  ior,    pi  -  lot    me! 
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Un-known  waves  be -fore  me   roll,     Hid- ing  rock  and  treach'rous  shoal; 
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2  As  a  mother  stills  her  child, 
Thou  canst  hush  the  ocean  wild; 
Boisterous  waves  obey  Thy  will 
When  Thou  say'st  to  them,"Be  still!" 
Wondrous  Sovereign  of  the  sea, 
Jesus,  Savior,  pilot  me! 


3  When  at  last  I  near  the  shore, 
And  the  fearful  breakers  roar 
'Twixt  me  and  the  peaceful  rest, 
Then,  while  leaning  on  Thy  breast, 
May  I  hear  Thee  say  to  me, 
"Fear  not,  I  will  pilot  thee!" 
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Keep  the  Gross  in  Si£ht. 
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1.  0    the    cross  of  Christ,— behold  it!  Like    a  bea-  con  seen  a-  far, 

2.  0    the  cross— what  glo-ry  crowns  it,  On    the  tow-'ringheav'nly  height! 

3.  0    the  cross!  when  earth  is  fad -ing,  Like  a  mist   be -fore  my  eyes, 
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Flash-ing  out  in  storm  and  dark-ness,  Like  a  glo-rious,  ra-diant  star. 
All  our  doubts  and  troubles  van  -  ish,  In  the  gran-deur  of  the  sight. 
Let    me     see    its  glo  -  ry  shin  -  ing,  Like  God's  prom-ise  in    the    skies. 
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Those  who  sail  ontroub-led  wa-ters,  See  the 
For  it  tells  us  "Christ  the  Sav-ior,  Who  for 
When     I     wake  inheav-en'smom-ing,  And  be - 
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light  a-head,  and  say, 
me  was  cru  -  ci  -  fied, 
hold  my  Christ,  my  King, 
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bea  -  con  come  what  may. ' ' 
stead-fast  faith  a  -  bide." 
home,  from  wan-der-ing! 


"Keep  the  cross    in  sight,  my  brothers,  Trust  the 
Died  that  those  might  live  for  -  ev  -  er  Who    in 
Let    me  see      the  cross  that  led  me  Home,  safe 
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Chorus. 
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0      the     cross 


of  Christ— be  -  hold 
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bea-con  -  light,       Kin-died    on         the  heights  of  heav-en;    Keep.O 
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the  cross   in     sight,      Keep,  0     keep     the  cross  in     sight. 
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No.  157.       Take  My  Life,  and  Let  it  Be. 
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1.  Take  my  life,  and  let   it     be       Con  -  se-crat-  ed,  Lord,  to    Thee; 

2.  Take  nay  feet,  and  let  them  be      Swift  and  beau  -  ti  -  ful    for  Thee; 

3.  Take  my    sil-ver  and  my   gold,  Not     a   mite  would  I     with-hold; 

4.  Take  my  will,  and  make  it    Thine,  It    shall  be     no      Ion -ger  mine; 
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Cho.—  .Lord,  I    give  my  life   to    Thee,  Thine  for  ~ev  -  er- more  to    be; 
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Take  my  hands,  and   let  them  move  At  the    im- pulse  of    Thy  love. 

Take  my  voice,  and   let  me     sing  Al-ways,  on  -  ly,    for    my  King. 

Take  my   mo-ments  and  my    days,  Let  them  flow  in  cease-less  praise. 

Take  my  heart,  it      is  Thine  own,  It   shall  be    Thy  roy  -  al  throne. 
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Lord,  I   give  my  life    to    Thee,  Thine  for  ■  ev  -  er-more   to     be. 
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Rock  of  A&es. 
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1.  Rock 

2.  Could 

3.  While 

1.  Rock  of 


ges, 


A  -  ges, 
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2.    Could  my  tears    for 
8.    While  I      draw  this 


of       A    - 
my    tears,  .  .  . 
I      draw,  .  .  . 

cleft  for     me, 
ev  -  er     flow, 


Rock  of  A  -  ges,  cleft  for  me, 
Could  my  tears  for  -  ev  -  er  flow, 
While  I    draw    this  fleet -ing  breath, 

Rock     of        A  -   ges,      cleft    for     me. 
Could   my    tears     for    -    ev   -    er     flow, 


■ing  breath,    While    I      draw     this 
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fleet  -  ing  breath, 
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Let 

Could 

When 

Let  me 
Could  my 
When  my 


me  hide,  .... 

my  zeal,  .... 

my  eyes,  .... 

hide    my   -  self     in     Thee, 

zeal     no  Ian  -  guor  know, 

eyes  shall  close    in    death, 


Let  me  hide  my -self  in  Thee; 
Could  my  zeal  no  lan-guor  know, 
When  my  eyes  shall  close  in    death, 

Let  me  hide  my  -  self  in  Thee; 
Could  my  zeal  no  Ian  -  guor  know, 
When   my     eyes  shall  close     in      death, 
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wa  -  ter    and  the  blood,  From  Thy  wound-ed  side  which  flowed, 
sin    could  not    a  -  tone,    Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  a  -  lone; 
rise     to  worlds  un-known,  And    be -hold  Thee  on  Thy  throne; 


^ai 


I 


^ 


pp 


EE 


£ 


¥ 


¥ 


-55—4 


£=£ 


Be  of  sin  the  doub-le  cure,  Save  from  wrath  and  make  me  pure. 
In  my  hand  no  prize  I  bring,  Sim  -  ply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling. 
Rock  of    A    -    ges,  cleft  for    me,      Let   me  hide  my -self     in    Thee. 
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Rock  of  A&es. 


Chorus, 


Rock       of  A  -  ges,     Rock    of       A   -   ge9,   cleft     for     me, 
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Let     me    hide  in  Thee. 

Let       me      hide    my  -  self      in         Thee. 
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Prepare  Thy  God  to  Meet. 

COPYRIGHT,    1B97,    BY    E.    O.    EXCELL. 


H.  H.  McQracahan. 


ffit  t  /'Ijf^^W^ 


1.  On    ev-  'ry  side     a  voice  I    hear  That  lou-der  speaketh  year  by    year, 

2.  The  fall  -  ing  leaf,  the  fad-ing  flow'r,  The  sink-ing  sun    at  eve-ning's  hour, 

3.  The  funeral  train,  the  toll-ing  bell,  The  grave  where,  dying,  I  must  dwell, 

4.  Where'er  I  turn,  what-e'er  I     do,  This  warning  mes-sage  thrills  me  thro', 
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A  voice  I  dare   not  light-ly  treat, "Prepare,  prepare  thy  God  to  meet." 

All   ev-er-more    to  me   re  -  peat, "Prepare,  prepare  thy  God  to  meet." 

My  aching  heart  speaks  with  each  beat, "Prepare,  prepare  thy  God  to  meet." 

In      si-  lent  hall,  or  nois-y  street,  "Prepare,  prepare  thy  God  to  meet." 
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My  Boy. 


T.  H.  Nelson. 


M 


COPYRIGHT,    1898,   BY  T.   H.   NELSON. 


Fannie  Blrdsall  Bula. 
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1.  All    peace    de-part-ed  from  my    life     The  day     my  dar-ling  fell; 

2.  My    hopes  were  gold  -  en    as    the  curls  That  wreathed  his  no  -  ble  brow; 

3.  Tho' blast  -  ed     as     my  fond -est  dreams  His  aims    and  hopes  now  lie, 

4.  Christ  saved  the  poor    de-mo-ni-  ac    From  Sa  -  tan  and  from  sin; 
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Now     lil  -  ies  bloom  up  -  on    my  cheeks,  Where  ro-ses  used    to  dwell. 
But  crushed  is      my  poor  bleed -ing  heart,  As     all  those  vi-sionsnow. 
I'd     take  him    to     my     bos  -  om     yet;  My   love  can  nev  -  er    die. 
Christ  saved  the  thief    up  -  on     the  cross,  And  Christ  can  res  -  cue  him. 
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So    true,    so  brave,   so     in  -  no  -  cent,  He  was     his  moth -er's  joy; 
My   na  -  tive  land    had     le  -  gal  -  ized  The    ru  -  in  -  ous      de  -  coy, 
I      can  -  not  bear      to    see    my    son  His  hopes     of    life      de-stroy; 
Hope  lin  -  gers  round  this  bless -ed  fact,  May  naught  her  smiles  de-stroy, 
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Oh,  heav  -  en  give  me  back  a  -  gain  My  boy,  my 
That  filled  thy  life  with  wretch  -  ed  -  ness,  My  boy,  my 
To  God  and  moth  -  er  bring  him  back,  My  boy,  my 
Till     God    shall    give     me    back      a  -  gain     My     boy,    my 

J\ .  .  .  ft  :~ «— ? .  j  . 


r 

boy. 
boy. 
boy. 
boy. 
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My  Boy. 
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Search  for  my  wayward,  wand'ring  boy,  Tell  him  in  Christ  there's  peace  and  joy; 
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To  God     and    moth-er    bring    him  back,  My  boy,        my         boy. 

boy.   my    wan-d'ring  boy. 
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1.  Sav  -  ior,  breathe  an    eve-ning  bless-ing,  Ere     re -pose  our  spir- its    seal; 

2.  Tho'  de  -  struc  -  tion  walk  a-roundus,  Tho'   the  ar-rowspast  us     fly, 

3.  Tho' the   night    be    dark  and  drear-y,  Dark -ness  can  -  not  hide  from  Thee; 

4.  Should  swift  death  this  night  o'er-take  us,  And    our  couch  be-come  our  tomb, 
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Sin    and  want  we  come  con-fess-ing;     Thou  canst  save  and  Thou  canst  heal. 
An-  gel  guards  from  Thee  surround  us;      We     are  safe,   if  Thou  art  nigh. 

Thou  art  He,  who,  nev  -  er  wear-y,  Watch-est  where  Thy  peo  -  pie    be. 
May  the  morn   in  heav'n  a  -  wake  us,     Clad    in  light  and  death-less  bloom. 
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1.  I      am     on     the  Gos-pel   high-way,  Press-ing  for-ward  to     the  goal, 

2.  From  the  snares  of   sin-ful   pleas-ure,  Here  my  feet    are  al- ways  free; 

3.  Ma -ny  friends  have  gone  be -fore  me,  They  have  laid  their  ar-mour  down, 

4.  Just   a    few  more  steps  to    fol-low,    Just    a     few  more  days  to  roam; 
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Where  for    me       a  rest    re-main -eth  In     the  home-land  of    the  soul: 
Tho'    the  way    may  be  called  nar-row,     It       is  wide      e-nough  for  me; 

With    the    pil-grims  and  the  mar-tyrs  Have   obtained     a  robe  and  crown; 

But     the  •  way  grows  more  de-light  -  ml  As    I'm  draw -ing  near  -  er  home; 
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Ev  -  'ry  hour  I'm  mov-ing  on-ward,  Not  a  mo-ment  to  de  -  lay; 
It  was  wide  e-nough  for  Dan- iel,  And  for  Da  -  vid  in  His  day; 
On  this  road  they  fought  their  battles, Shout -ing  vie -fry  day  by  day. 
When  the  storms  of  life   are    o  -  ver,    And  the  clouds  have  rolled  a  -  way, 


EElTP     HI       Mil  L_fr      I     PZEUL  1       >   1^3 


M> 


^ 


*=£: 


JE>— g|      ^_fe 


-N-4- 


*=S?=* 


s 


b=n.r« 


In  the  good  old  -  fash-ioned  way. 

In  the  good  old  -  fash-ioned  way. 

In  the  good  old  -  fash-ioned  way. 

In  the  good  old  -  fash-ioned  way. 


I  am    go  -  ing  home   to     glo  -  ry 

I  am  glad  that    I      can    fol-low 

I  shall    o  -  ver-come  and  join  them 

I  shall  find'the  gates    of  heav  -  en 


The  Good  Old  Fashioned  Way. 
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In  the  good  old  -  fash-ioned  way,     In    the  good  old  -  fash-ioned  way, 
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I     am  go  -  ing   home  to    glo  -  ry        In    the  good  old  -  fash-ioned  way. 
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Then  palms  of  vic-to-ry, crowns  of  glo-ry,  Palms  of  vic-to  -ry  I  shall  wear. 
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I  Am  Trusting  Lord  in  Thee. 
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1.  I      am    com  -  ing  to  the    cross; 

2.  Long  my  heart  has  sighed  for  Thee, 

3.  Here  I      give  my    all     to    Thee, 
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I    am      poor,  and  weak,  and  blind; 
Long  has    e  -   vil  reigned  with  -  in; 
Friends  and  time  and  earth  -  ly  store; 
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Cho.-  I     am  trust  -  ing,  Lord  in  Thee;      Blest        Lamb     of      Cal  -  va  •  ry; 
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I  am  count -ing  all  but  drass, 
Je  -  sus  sweet  -  ly  speaks  to  me, — 
Soul  and  bod  -  y  Thine   to  be, 
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I  shall  full  sal  -  va  -  tion  find. 
"I  will  cleanse  you  from  all  sin." 
Whol-Iy     Thine    for-ev-  er-more. 
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Eumb  -  ly    at     Thy   cross  I    bow,     Save  me     Je   -    tut,  tave  me     now, 
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1.  They        tell      of      a    cit  -  y     far    up     in  the  sky,       I    want  to  go 

2.  Its         gates    are    all  pearl,       its  streets  are  all  gold,      I    want  to  go 

3.  When  the  old    ship    of    Zi  -  on  shall  make  her  last  trip,       [    want  to   be 


4.  When       Je  -  sus     is  crowned  the  King   of   all  kings,    I    want  to   be 
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there,  I  do;  "lis  built     in    the  land    of  "the  sweet    by  and  by,"  I 

there,  I  do;  The  Lamb    is    the  light   of  that  cit  -  y  we're  told,  I 

there,  I  do;  With  heads  all    un-cov-ered  to   greet    the  old  ship,  I 

there,  I  do;  With  shout -ing  and  clap-ping  till     all    heav-en  rings,  I 
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want  to  go  there, don't  you? 
want  to  go  there, don't  you? 
want  to  be  there, don't  you? 
want  to  be  there, don't  you? 
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There  Je  -  sus  has  gone  to  pre-pare  us  a 
Death  robs  us  all  here,  there  none  ev  -  er 
When  all  the  ship's  company  meet  on  the 
Hal-le  -  lu-j ah!  we'll  shout  a    -    gain  and  a- 
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home,    I  want  to  go  there,  I 

die,       I  want  to  go  there,  I 

strand,  I  want  to  be  there,  I 

gain,      I  want  to  be  there,  I 


do;  Where  sick  -  ness  nor  sor  -  row  nor 

do;  Where  loved  ones  will  nev  -  er      a- 

do;  "With  songs     on   our  lips     and  with 

do;      And  close   with  the  cho  -  rus,    A- 
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I  Want  to  Go  There. 
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death  ev-er  come,     I  want  to   go  there,  don't  you? 

gain  say  good-bye,    I  want  to   go  there,  don't  you?  1-2 1    want  to  go  there, 

harps  in  our  hands,"  I  want  to   be  there,  don't  you?  3.4 1  want  to  be  there, 

men,  and  A-men,     I  want  to   be  there,  don't  you? 
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I  want  to  go  there,  I  want  to  go  there,  I  do;      want  to  go  there.don't  you? 
I  want  to  be  there.1  expect  to  be  there,  I  do;      pect  to  bethere.don't  you? 
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Where  He  Leads  Me. 
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1.  I     can  hear  my  Sav  -  ior    call-ing,      I      can  hear  my  Sav-ior   call-ing, 

2.  I'll    go  with  Him  thro'  the  gar-den,  I'll    go  with  Him  thro'  the  gar-den, 

3.  I'll    go  with  Him  thro' the  judgment, I '11    go  with  Him  thro' the  judgment, 

4.  He  will  give  me  grace  and  glo  -  ry,     He  will  give  me  grace  and  glo  -  ry, 
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Where  He  leads  me    I      will  fol  -  low, 
ad  lib.        -.  -*  Z).  C. 


D.C.- Where  He  leads  me  I     will  fol-low, 
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I  can  hear  my  Sav  -  ior  calling,' 
I'll  go  with  Him  thro'  the  gar-den, 
I'll  go  with  Him  thro 'the  judgment 
He  will  give  me  grace  and  glory, 
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'  Take  thy  cross  and  follow,  fol  -  low 

I'll  go  with  Him,  with  Him  all  the 

,  I'll  go  with  Him,  with  Him  all  the 

And  go  with  me,  with  me  all  the 
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Where  He  leads  me  I    will  fol-low, 
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Til  go  with  Him,  with  Him  all  the 
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Let  the  Kin*  of  Glory  In. 
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1.  Lift     up 

2.  Lift     up 

3.  Lift     up 
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your  heads  to  -  day,  ye  gates,  Lift  up  your  heads  to-day, 
your  heads,  ye  gates  of  brass,  Make  room,  all  hearts  of  men, 
your  heads,  ye  gates    of  pearl,  The  saints,  a     ra  -  diant  throng 
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a  -  gain; 
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of    glo  -  ry  comes     a  -  gain,   His  feet  shall  pass 

who  bow'd  in   death  for  you     Is    now      a  -  live 

with  Christ  the  ris    -    en  One,  They  march  with  shout 
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we  saw  Him  crown'd  with  thorns, We  saw    Him  cru  -   ci-fied, 

we  saw  Him     in       the  tomb,   And  at      His  door      a  stone; 

your  heads,"  all    an  -  gels  cry,    They  strike  ex  -  ult  -  ant  chords, 


:*=*: 


^* 


a  -  bide. 
a  -  lone." 
of  lords. 


He  comes  in    tri  -  umph  now,  With   us      He  will 
and  lift  -  ed    all     that  gloom  And    conquer'd  death 
of  kings  who  pass  -  es    by       On     earth  is    Lord 
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Lift     up 
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your  heads,  ye      ev  -  er-last  -  ing  gates, 

Lift  up,  your  heads,  ye    ev   -   er-last -ing 
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Let  the  Kin£  of  Glory  In. 
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at        your  door,     the  King  of  glo-ry  waits;      Be  glad,       re-joice,       for 

See  at  your  door,  the  King  of    glo-ry  waits;  Be  glad,  re-joice. 
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He  has  come  to  reign,      0  sing,     yesaints,    for  -  ev-erpraise  His  name. 

for    He  has  come  to  reign,  0  sing,         ye  saints,  for-ev  -  er.  ev  -  er  praise  His  name. 
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Now  the  Day  is  Over. 


Sabine  Baring-Gould. 

JL" 


Joseph  Barnby. 


s 


^ 


1.  Now    the    day     is 

2.  Je    -   sus,  give    the 

3.  Grant  to      lit  -  tie 

4.  When  the  morn  -  i»g 
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wear   -    y  Calm  and  sweet 

chil  -    dren  Vi  -  sions  bright 

wak  -  ens,  Then  may     I 
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Shad  -  ows    of      the 
With    Thy  ten-d'rest 
Guard  the    sail  -  ors, 
Pure,   and  fresh,   and 
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Steal     a  -  cross 
May    our    eye  - 
On     the  deep 
In     Thy   ho    - 


the  sky. 
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blue  sea. 

ly  eyes. 
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eve  -    ning  Steal       a  -    cross 


the        sky. 
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1.  Do     you  know  the  world  is     dy-ing  For  a  lit  -  tie  bit  of  love? 

2.  From  the  poor    of     ev  -  'ry   cit  -  y,  For  a  lit  -  tie  bit  of  love, 

3.  Down  be -fore  their   i  -  dols  fall-ing,  For  a  lit  -  tie  bit  of  love, 

4.  While  the  souls    of    men  are    dy-ing  For  a  lit -tie  bit  of  love, 
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Ev  -  'ry-where     we  hear  the  sigh-ing  For  a  lit  -  tie  bit  of  love; 

Hands  are  reach  -  ing  out    in  pit  -  y  For  a  lit  -  tie  bit  of  love; 

Ma   -   ny  souls     in  vain  are  call  -  ing  For  a  lit  -  tie  bit  of  love; 

While  the  chil  -  clren  too   are  cry  -  ing  For  a  lit  -  tie  bit  of  love; 
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For    the  love    that  rights  a  wrong,  Fills    the  heart  with  hope  and  song; 

Some  have  bur- dens  hard    to  bear,  Some  have  sorrows  we  should  share; 

If      they  die       in    sin    and  shame,  Some-one   sure  -  ly    is    to  blame 

Stand  no  long  -  er     i  -   dly     by,  You  can  help  them  if   you  try; 


£g£5 


££=£=!#£ 


JE-JSL 


-w 


%SM 


2±L 


BE* 


-fc— f^- 


* 


£ 


£ 


*=*-tt& 


s 


£ 


They  have  wait-ed,     oh,   so      long,  For  a  lit -tie  bit  of  love 

Shall  they  f al  -  ter     and  de  -  spair  For  a  lit  -  tie  bit  of  love, 

For     not    go -ing      in    His    name,  With  a  lit -tie  bit  of  love, 

Go,    then,  say-ing," Here  am        I,"  With  a  lit  -  tie  bit  of  love, 


SfeS 


^=iz 


-g=       r   i"  =-(g      i.  —  t — b— i * 


fc£ 


:a: 


A  Little  Bit  of  Love. 
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Refrain. 
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love, 
love, 
love, 
love, 
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For  a  lit  -  tie 

For  a  lit  -  tie 

With  a  lit  -  tie 
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bit  of     love,    For    a      lit  -  tie      bit  of 

bit  of     love,    For    a      lit  -  tie      bit  of 

bit  of     love,  With   a      lit  -  tie      bit  of 


With  a     lit  -  tie      bit  of     love,  With  a      lit  -  tie      bit  of 
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love, 
love, 
love, 
love. 


They  have  wait-ed,      oh,    so    long,    For    a  lit  -  tie  bit  of 

Shall  they  fal  -  ter     and   de  -  spair    For    a  lit  -  tie  bit  of 

For    not    go  -  ing,     in    His  name,  With  a  lit  -  tie  bit  of 

Go,   then,  say-ing,"Here  am      I"   With  a  lit  -  tie  bit  of 
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Lead  Us  By  Thy  Hand. 
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1.  Je    -    sus,   Thys 

2.  May     we      this 

3.  As       this    brief 
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In       tho't,    or    word,    or     deed,  Oh,    lead    us  by  Thy  hand. 

And,      by    Thy    man  -  na      fed,     Oh,    lead    us  by  Thy  hand. 

May      we    from  Thee    not  stray,— Oh,    lead    us  by  Thy  hand. 

Take     us      to     Thee     on    high,— Oh,    lead    us  by  Thy  hand. 
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The  Fi£ht  is  On. 
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1.  The  fight  is  on,      the  trum  -  pet  sound    is  ring  -  ing  out,    The  cry  "To 

2.  The  fight  is  on,       A-rouse,    ye    sol  -  diers  brave  and  true!  Je-ho-vah 

3.  The  Lord  is  lead  -  ing    on       to     cer  -  tain  vie  -  to  -  ry;    The  bow   of 
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arms!"  is  heard  a  -  far  and  near; 
leads,  and  vie  -  fry  will  as  -  sure; 
prom  -  ise  spans  the  east  -  ern  sky; 
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The  Lord  of  hosts  is  march  -  ing 
Go,  buck- le  on  the  ar  -  mor 
His   glo-rious  name  in      ev  -  'ry 
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on  to  vie  -  to-ry,  The  tri  -  umph  of  the  Christ  will  soon  ap-pear. 
God  has  giv  -  en  you,  And  in  His  strength  un  -  to  the  end  en-dure. 
land  shall  hon  -  ored  be;  The  morn  will  break,   the  dawn  of  peace  is  nigh. 
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Chorus.     Unison. 
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The  fight     is    on,    0  Chris- tian    sol  -  dier,  And  face  to  face    in    stern  ar- 
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ray,  .  .  .  With  ar- mor  gleam-ing,      and  col-ors  stream-ing,    The  right  and 
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The  Fi£ht  is  On. 
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wrong  en-gage   to  -  day! 
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The  fight     is    on,     hut       be     not 
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ry;      Be  strong  and  in  His  might  hold      fast; 
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If  God  be 
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for   us,        His  ban-ner  o'er  us,    We'll  sing  the  vic-tor's  song   at    last! 

vie  -  t.ry!  vie  -  fry! 
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Only  a  Word. 
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a  word  for  the  Mas  -  ter,  Lov  -  ing-ly,  qui  -  et  -  ly  said; 
a  look  of  re  -  mon-strance,  Sor-row-ful,  gen-tle  and  deep; 
one  cry  from  the  sin  -  ner,  Bit  -  ter  -  ly,  ear-nest  and  wild; 
an   hour  with  the  chil  -  dren,  Pleas-ant -ly,  cheer-ful-ly  giv'n; 
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On  -  ly  a  word!  Yet  the  Mas-ter  heard;  And  some  faint-ing  hearts  were  fed. 
On  -  ly  a   look!  Yet  the  strong  man  shook;  And  he  went   a  -  lone   to  weep. 
"Help,  Lord!  I  die!"  Rose  in  ag  -  o  -  ny;    And  the  Sav  -  ior  sav'd  His  child. 
Still  seed  was  sown,  In  that  hour  a  -lone,  Which  would  bring  forth  fruit  for  heav'n. 
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The  Resurrection  Mornin*. 
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1.  On    the    res  -  ur  -  rec-tion  morn-ing,  when  the  dead  in  Christ  shall  rise, 

2.  When  we  reach  our  home  im  -mor-tal,  thro'  the  ra-diant  gates  of    gold, 

3.  Glo  -  ry     be     to  Thee,  dear  Sav-ior,  who    in  love  pre-pares  a    place, 
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And   the    liv  -  ing  saints  shall  meet  Him  in    the    air, 
When  the  heav-y     cross  no    Ion  -  ger   we  shall  bear, 
Where  Thy  cho-sen  end -less  joy  with  Thee  may  share; 
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King  in 
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hosts  be  car-ried  to  their  man-sions  in  the  skies,  On  the 
all  His  beau -ty  shall  our  rap-tured  eyes  be  -  hold:  On  the 
life  and    glo  -  ry,  thro' the   rich-es     of   Thy  grace,  Shall  in- 
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res  -  ur-  rec-tion  morning  I'll  be    there.    On  the  res     -      -     ur-rec-tion 

res  -  ur-rec-tion  morning  I'll  be    there. 

her  -  it    life   un-end-ing    o  -  ver  there.  On  the  res -ur-rec-tion 
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The  Resurrection  Morning. 
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morning  I'll  be  there,  AU  the  glo     -     -     ry   of  the  ransomed  ones  to  share; 

All  the  glo  -  ry 
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In    the    bright-ness  of  that  morn,  When  the    Sav  -  ior  shall  re  -  turn, 
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With  the  saints  of     all   the    a  -  ges    I'll      be  there.  (0  praise  the  Lord!) 
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Hear  Our  Prayer. 
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1.  Hear  us,  heav'nly  Fa  -  ther,     Thou  whose  gentle  care 

2.  Par  -  don  our  of  -  fen  -  ces;     Guard  us  from  all  ill; 

3.  Let   not  sin  be-guile    us     From  Thy  paths  to  stray; 


Tends  the  young  and 
Make  us,  like  true 
But  with  Thy  great 
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fee-  ble,—  Hear  our  sim-ple  prayer!  Hear  our  prayer! 
chil-dren,  Love  Thy  ho -ly  will.  Hear  our  prayer! 
mer-cy        Keep  us  night  and  day.         Hear  our  prayer! 


Fa  -  ther 
Fa  -  ther 
Fa  -  ther 
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,  hear! 

hear! 

,  hear! 
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Mardiing  in  His  Name. 
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1.  Like  an   ar  -  my   we    are  mov  -  ing  Stead -i  -  ly,    and    at  com-mand, 

2.  Ma  -  ny  foes  concealed  a  -  bout   us,    Would  in-vade   our  ranks  to  -  day, 

3.  In     the  light  our  ban  -  ner  gleaming,  Fills   the  heart  with  love  and  cheer, 
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Thro'  a  strange  and  hos  -  tile 
And  with  sub  -  tile  ag  -  i  - 
And   the   voice  of    our  Re  - 
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coun-try,  To  a  bet  -  ter,  bright-er  land; 
ta  -  tion,  Seek  to  turn  us  from  the  way; 
deem  -  er,   Qui  -  ets  ev  -  'ry  doubt  and  fear; 
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Full  e-quip'd,  cour-age-ous, 
But  our  Lead-er,  on  be  ■ 
Shoulder  pressed  to  shoulder 
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With  the    gos  -  pel  firm  -  ly    shod, 
All   their  se  -  cret  cun-ning  knows, 
With  a  tramp,  tramp,  tramp  we  move, 
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We    are  march-ing  on    to    glo  -   ry,    To    the    cit  -  y     of    our  God 
And  His  wis  -  dom  is    for 
On -ward,  up-  ward  to  the 
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Proof  a-gainst  the  chief  of    foes 
Built  for  us  thro'  Je  -  sus'  love 
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Marching  in  His  Name. 
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With  a     firm  de -term-i  -  na  -  tion,    And  a   trust  that  shall  not  wane, 
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For  the  King  we   have  en  -  list  ■ 


ed,    And  are  march-ing  in   His  train; 
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Our  song  of  joy   is    ev  -  er  rin 
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To     a    cit  -  y  bright,  e  -  ter  ■ 
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nal,    In    a    land  of  cloud-less  day, 

land  of  cloud-less  day, 
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nal,  In     a      land  of  cloud  -  less  day. 
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I  Am  Happy  in  Him. 
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My    soul    is    so  hap-py  in  Je  -  sus,  For   He      is  bo  precious  to  me; 
He  sought  me  so  long  ere  I  knew  Him,  When  wand' ring  afar  from  the  fold; 
His  love  and  His  mer-cy  sur-round  me,  His  grace  like  a  riv-er  doth  flow; 
They  say  I  shall  some  day  be  like  Him,  My  cross  and  my  burden  lay  down; 
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His  voice  it  is  mu-sic  to  hear    it,    His  face     it  is  heaven  to    see. 

Safe  home  in  His  arms  He  hath  bro't  me, To  where  there  are  pleasures  untold. 

His  Spir  -  it,  to  guide  and  to  comfort,  Is  with  me  wher-ev-er  I  go. 

Till  then    I  will  ev-er  be  faith -ful,   In  gath-er-ing  gems  for  His  crown. 
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Chorus. 
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am  hap-py    in     Him, I     am  hap-py    in       Him; 

am    hap-py    in  Him,        I am     hap-py  in    Him; 
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My  soul  with  delight  He  fills  day  and  night,  For  I     am  hap-py  in    Him. 
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Children's  Songs. 
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Jesus  Bids  Us  Shine. 
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1.  Je  -  sus  bids  us  shine  With    a  clear,  pure  light,  Like      a      lit  -  tie 

2.  Je  -  sus  bids  us  shine,  First   of  all     for    Him;  Well    He  sees  and 

3.  Je  -  sus  bids  us  shine,  Then,  for  all      a  -  round    Man  -  y  kinds  of 

4.  Je  -  sus  bids  us  shine    As    we  work  for     Him,  Bring -ing  those  that 
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can  -  die  Burn  -  ing     in     the    night;  In     this  world    of    dark  -  ness, 

knows  it         If     our   light     is     dim;  He  looks  down  from  heav  -  en, 

dark  -  ness      In     this  world    a  -  bound,  Sin,  and  want,  and  sor  -  row; — 

wan  -  der  From  the  paths    of      sin;  He    will     ev  -  er  help      us, 
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We  must  shine,  You  in  your  small  cor  -  ner,  And  I  in  mine. 

Sees  us  shine,  Tou  in  your  small  cor  -  ner,  And  I  in  mine. 

We  must  shine,  You  in  your  small  cor  -  ner,  And  I  in  mine. 

If  we  shine,  You  in  your  small  cor  -  ner,  And  I  in  mine. 
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Never  Be  Afraid. 


Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 
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1.  Nev-er  be  a-fraid  to  speak  for  Je  -  sus,  Think  how  much  a  word  can  do; 

2.  Nev-er  be  a-fraid  to  work  for  Je-sus,   In    His  vine-yard  day    by    day; 

3.  Nev-er  be  a-fraid  to  live  for  Je-sus;    If    you    on    His  care    de-pend, 

4.  Nev-er  be  a-fraid  to  die   for  Je-sus;  He   the   life,  tho truth,  the  way, 


fiainn? 


mm 


i  j1  j!  J-  n^ 


mm 


i 


fjrrjnu^ 


Nev  -  er  be  a  -  fraid  to  own  your  Sav  -  ior,  He  who  loves  and  cares  for  you. 
La  -  bor  with  a  kind  and  will  -  ing  spir  -  it,  He  will  all  your  toil  re  -  pay. 
Safe  -  ly  shall  you  pass  thro'  ev  -  'ry  tri  -  al,  He  will  bring  you  to  the  end. 
Gen-tly  in  His  arms  of  love  will  bear  you    To  the  realms  of  end -less  day. 
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Chords. 
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Nev  -  er   be    a  -  fraid,  Nev  -  er   be    a  -  fraid,  Nev  -  er,  nev  -  er,  nev  -  er; 
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Je  -  sus    is   your    lov  -  ing  Sav  -  ior,  There-fore  nev  -  er      be     a  -  fraid. 
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Little  Soldiers. 
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1.  We  are   sol-diers,     lit -tie   sol-diers,  Fighting  for  our  King  and  Lord; 

2.  We  are   sol-diers,     lit -tie   sol-diers,  Bravely  fight-ing    ev  -  'ry     sin; 

3.  When  at  last  the    fight  is     o  -  ver,  And  we've  reach'd  the  heav'nly  shore, 
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Ev-'ry  time  we  •win  a  bat- tie,  He  has  promised  a  re -ward; 
With  our  Sav-ior  for  our  Cap-tain  We  shall  all  our  bat-ties  win; 
We  shall  hear  our    Sav-ior  say-ing,  "Rest,  my  sol-diers,  ev-  er-more; 
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He  has  promised     ev-'ry    sol-dier,     If  they    dare  the  right  to      do, 
He  has  promised,     if  we  ask  Him,  He  will  help  us   day  by     day; 
You  have  bravely  fought  my  battles,  Bravely'fought  and  no-bly    won, 
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Promised  them  a  crown  of    glo  -  ry,   If    they  fight  the  bat  -  tie  through. 
So  we'll  brave-ly  march  to  bat  -  tie,  Pray-ing,  sing  -ing  all    the  way. 
En-  ter    in  -  to  joys    e  -  ter  -  nal— Sol  -  diers  of     the  Lord,  well  done!" 
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D.  S. — ban -ner  bright,  For  God  and  right,We] 're  sure  to  win  the  day 
Chorus. 
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So  we  march, march    a  -  way,    Not  a     mo  -  ment's  de  -  lay,    'Neath  our 
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No.  179. 
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All  the  Way 
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1.  I'm  but     a  youth-ful    pil-grim,     My  jour- ney's just    be  -  gun;     They 

2.  Then  like    a     lit  -  tie    pil-grim,  What- ev  -  er      I     may  meet,    I'll 

3.  Then  tri  -  als  can  -  not  vex    me,    And  pain    I    need   not    fear;     For 
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say  I'll  meet  with  sor-row  Be -fore  my  jour-ney'sdone.  The  world  is 
take  it— joy  or  sor-row— And  lay  at  Je  -  sus'  feet.  He'll  com -fort 
when  I'm  close  by     Je  -  sus    Grief  can  -  not  come  too  near.   Not     e-  ven 
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full  of  troub-le,  And  tri  -  als  too,  they  say,  But  I  will  fol  -  low 
me  in  troub-le,  He'll  wipe  my  tears  a  -  way;  With  joy  I'll  fol  -  low 
death  can  harm  me,  When  death  I  meet  one  day;      Toheav'nl'll  fol  -  low 
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sus  All  the  way,  But  I  will  fol  -  low  Je  -  sus  All  the  way. 
sus  All  the  way,  With  joy  I'll  fol  -  low  Je  -  sus  All  the  way. 
sus      All  the  way,  To  heav'nl'll  fol- low  Je-sus      All  the  way. 
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Little  Sunbeams. 

COPYRIGHT,   1902,   BY  E.  O.  EXCELl. 
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As   thro'  the   land  they  go, 
Of  heav  -  en    from  our  sight, 
Of  sun  -  beams  day  by  day, 
-*- 


I  think  God  gives  the  chil  -  dren, 
The  clouds  may  hide  the  sun  -  shine 
Then  let   us    live    our    mis  -  sion 
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The   most  de  -  light  -  ful    mis  -  sion       That    an  -  y    one    can    know; 
And   life    have  much  of     sor  -  row        To     mar  the  heart's  de  -  light; 
And   scat  -  ter  joy  and    bright  -  ness     A  -  bout  us    all     the    way; 
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He  wants  us  to  be  sun -beams  Of  love,  and  hope,  and  cheer, 
But  if  like  faith-ful  sun  -  beams,  We  chil  -  dren  do  our  part, 
Let's  chase  a  -  way  life's  shad-ows      With  lov  -  ing  tho't  and  deed, 


•     4- 
To    bright -en   up    the     shad-ows     That     oft -en  gath  -  er    here. 

We'll  bring  a    ray  of     bright  -  ness    To        ev  -  'ry  shadowed  heart. 

And    be    the    sun  -  shine-mak  -  ers      Of      which  the'world  has  need. 

D.S.-/n      all    life's  shad  -  y      pla   -  ees      We     shine   as  best     we    can. 
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0     we    are     lit  -  tie  sun  -  beams,  Sent  down  from  God  to     man; 
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Little  Pilgrims. 
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1.  We  are  lit -tie  pil-grims,  Walking  in  the  light,  Bearing  ti-ny  cross-es 

2.  Keeping  close  to  Je  -  sus,  Trusting  in   His  care,  All  our  lit  -  tie  cross-es, 

3.  Keeping  close  to  Je  -  sus,  Some  day  by  and  by     We  shall  find  a  coun-try 
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Wearing  garments  white.      Keeping  close  to  Je-sus,    In    the  nar-row  way, 
He  will  help  us  bear.     He  will  keep  our  white  robes  Spotless, pure  and  clean, 
Far  be-yond  the  sky.  And  in  some  bright  mansion  Of  that  land  so  fair, 
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Go-ing  home  to  heaven,  And  e  -  ter-  nal  day. 
He  will  make  us  ev  -  er  Free  from  guilt  and  sin. 
We  shall  dwell  for-ev-er,  Safe  with  Je-sus  there. 


We  are  little  pilgrims, 
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March, march, march!  Keeping  close  to  Je  -  sus,    March,march, march! 
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Eobed  in  garments  white,  Keep-ing  close  to   Je-sus,   Walking  in    the  light. 
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No.  182.     Open  the  Door  for  the  Ghildren. 
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1.  O-pen  the  door  for   the  chil-dren,   Ten-der-ly  gath-er  them  in,— 

2.  O-pen  the  door  for    the  chil-dren,   See,  they  are  com-ing     in     throngs! 

3.  O-pen  the  door  for    the  chil-dren,  Take  the  dear  lambs  by    the    hand; 
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In   from  the  high-ways  and  hedg- es,      In  from  the  plac-es     of  sin; 

Bid  them  sit  down    to    the  ban -quet,  Teach  them  your  beau-ti-ful  songs; 

Point  them  to  truth  and  to  good-ness,  Lead  them  to  Ca-naan's  fair  land. 
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Some  are  so  young  and  so    help-less,  Some  are    so    hun-gry  and    cold; 

Pray  for  the    Fa-ther  to  bless  them,  Pray  you  that  grace  may  be     giv'n; 

Some  are  so  young  and  so    help-less,  Some  are    so    hun-gry  and    cold; 
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Chorus. 
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0  -  pen  the  door,  o  -  pen  the 
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I'll  Be  a  Sunbeam. 


Nellie  Talbot. 


COPYRIGHT,    1900,    BY    E.    O.    EXCELL. 
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1.  Je  -  sus  wants  me   for    a  sun -beam,  To  shine  for  Him  each  day; 

2.  Je  -  sus  wants  me   to    be  lov  -  ing,  And  kind  to    all     I      see; 

3.  I     will  ask    Je  -  sus  to  help   me    To  keep  my  heart  from  sin; 

4.  I'll  be      a     sun-beam  for  Je  -  sus;    I     can     if    I     but    try; 
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In     ev  -  'ry  way  try   to  please  Him,    At  home,   at  school,  at  play. 

Showing  how  pleasant  and  hap  -  py    His     lit  -  tie    one      can  be. 

Ev  -  er   re  -  fleet -ing  His  good-  ness,  And  al  -  ways  shine     for  Him. 

Serv-ing  Him  mo-ment  by    mo  -  ment,  Then  live  with  Him    on  high. 


Chorus. 
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A  sun  -  beam,  a  sun  -  beam,  Je  -  sus  wants  me  for  a  sun  -  beam; 
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A  sun  -  beam,  a   sun  -  beam,  I'll  be  a  sun  -  beam  for  Him. 
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1.  Just    as    the  stars  are  shin  -  ing,  Mak  -  ing  the    dark-ness  bright, 

2.  And     as    the  stars  are  smil  -  ing,  Down  on  the    earth  be   -  low, 

3.  Each  in     his  lit    -  tie    cor  -  ner,  Wheth-er  at     work   or       play, 

4.  How  could  they  do  with -out    us?  Dark  would  the  world  be       then; 
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So     we   are    shin  -  ing,  shin  -  ing,  Shed-ding  our     gold  -  en  light. 

We  may  re  -  fleet    the  sun-light,  Shin  -  ing  wher -  e'er  we  go. 

We  would  be    al  -  ways  shin  -  ing,  Turn  -  ing  the    night  to  day. 

We  are  the  Sav  -  ior's  jew  -  els,  Cheer -ing  the  hearts  of  men. 
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Chorus. 
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Shin  -  ing,  shin  -  ing,    shin  -   ing,      Just  like  the    stars     a   -   bove, 
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Mak  -  ing  the    world    a  -  round  us,      Hap  -  py  with  light    and   love. 
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My  AH  I  Give. 


Ait.  by  P.  R.  copyright,  1909,  Br  qeo.  e.  bula.  Indianapolis,  Fannie  Blrdsall  Bula. 
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1.  Two       Lit  -  tie    hands 

2.  Two      lit  -  tie     feet 

3.  One       lit  -  tie    heart 
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to    work    for      Je   -  sus, 
to    tread    the    path  -  way 
to     give     to       Je  -  sus, 
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One       lit  -    tie 
Up       to      the 
One      lit  -    tie 
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tongue  His  praise  to  tell,  Two  lit  -  tie  ears  to  hear  His  coun  -  sel, 
heav'n-ly  courts  a  -  bove;  Two  lit  -  tie  eyes  to  read  the  Bi  -  ble, 
soul      for    Him    to     save,   One     lit  -  tie    life      for  His    dear  serv  -  ice, 
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Chorus. 
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lit  -  tie  voice    His  praise  to    swell. 

ing   of    Je   -  sus' won- drous  love.      My     all      I     give    to    the 

lit  -  tie  self     that  He    must  have. 
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Lord     to  -  day;    When     I     call     He  will  hear   me    pray.     All      for 
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sus,     all      for     Je  -  sus;    Close     to    His    side     I'll     stay. 
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Let  the  Sunshine  In. 

COPYRIGHT,   1896,   BY  CHA8.   H.  GABRIEL. 
E.  O.  EXCELL,    OWNER. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 


r  r    fe  h 


^ 


£ 


5 


1.  Do        you  fear    the    foe    will     in       the    con  -  flict   win?       Is       it 

2.  Does    your  faith  grow  faint- er    in       the    cause  you   love?      Are  your 

3.  Would  you  go      re  -  joic  -  ing    in       the    up  -  ward   way,      Know-ing 
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dark  with-out  you— dark- er  still  with  -  in?  Clear  the  dark- en 'd 
pray'rsun-an-swered  by  your  God  a  -  bove?  Clear  the  dark-en'd 
naught  of  dark -ness,  dwell -ing  in     the      day?      Clear  the  dark-en'd 
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win  -  dows,  o  -  pen   wide   the  door,     Let     a    lit  -  tie  sun  -  shine  in. 
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Chorus. 
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Let  a  lit-tle  sun-shine      in,  .  .  .      Let  a  lit-tle  sun-shine      in;  .  .  . 

the  sun  -  shine  in,  the  sun  -  shine  in; 
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Clear  the  darken'd  windows,  open  wide  the  door,  Let  a  little  sunshine  in. 
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No.  187.  The  Children's  Hosanna. 
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1.  I  dreamed  one  night, not  long  a  -  go,  Of  mansions   in  the  skies, Where 

2.  And,  as   I  mused,  I  heard  a  voice, In  sweet-er  tones  than  all,     Di  < 

3.  And  when  from  slumber    I     a-rose,  To  serve  my  Lord  and  King,  I 
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love  the  Lord    ob-tain    A    rich  and  glo-rious  prize;      I    saw    a-mong  the 

Christian  work -ers  here,  In  words  I    now   re  -  call,     "For-bidthemnot,"He 

I       the  lit    -   tie  lambs  To  Christ  in  love  might  bring;  And  then  I  cried  for 
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hap  -  py  throng  The  children  bright  and  fair;  I  heard  their  voices  clear  and  sweet 
gen  -  tly  said, "The  children  bring  to  me,  Their  por-tion  in  the  World  of  Light 
dai  -  ly  grace  Their  precious  souls  to  cheer,    Till  they  could  sing  like  yonder  choir 
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Refrain.    Faster. 
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With  mu-sic  fill   the   air.  '      '  '         ' 

Redeemed  shall  ev  -  er  be."    Hosannal  Hosanna!  Oursongs  of  love  we  bring, 
Ho-san-na!  bright  and  clear.  we  bring 


Ho-san-nal  Ho-san-na!  To  Christ, the  children's  King;  Ho-san-na!  Ho-san-na! 
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The  Children's  Hosanna. 
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Our  songs  of  love  we  bring,     Ho-san-na!Ho-san-na!toChrist,thechildren'sKing. 


we  bring. 
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No.  188.  Brin£  Them  In. 

Alexcenah  Thomas,     copyright,  1885,  by  w.  a  ogden   used  by  permission     \y.  A.  Ogden. 
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1.  Hark! 'tis  the  Shepherd's  voice  I  hear,   Out   in    the  des  -  ert  dark  and  drear, 

2.  Who'll  go  and  help  this  Shepherd  kind,  Help  Him  the  wand'ring  ones  to   find? 

3.  Out      in  the  des -ert  hear  their  cry,   Out    on    the  mountains  wild  and  high; 
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Call  -  ing  the  sheep  who've  gone  astray  Far  from  the  Shepherd's  fold  a-way. 
Who '11  bring  the  lost  ones  to  the  fold,  Where  they  '11  be  sheltered  from  the  cold? 
Hark!  't  is  the  Mas -ter  speaks  to  thee,  "Go  find  my  sheep  wher-e'er  they  be." 
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Bring  them  in,      bring  them  in,      Bring  them  in  from  the  fields    of    sin; 
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Bring  them  in,      bring  them  in,      Bring  the  wand'ring  ones  to    Je  -  sus. 
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No.  189.  Mighty  Army  of  the  Youn£. 

John   R.   Colgail.      COPYRIGHT,  18B1,  by  A.  F.  MEYERS,     henry  date,  owner. 
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1.  Might  -y     ar  -  my    of    the  young,  Lift  your  voice    in  cheer  -ful   song, 

2.  Tongues  of  chil-dren,  light  and  free,  Tongues  of  youth,  all     full     of     glee, 

3.  Je  -    sus  lives!   0   bless -ed  words  1  King    of    kings,  and  Lord    of    lords! 
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Send  the  welcome  word  a-  long, 
Sing  to  all  on  land  and  sea, 
Lut  the  cross ,  and  sheathe  the  sword 
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Je-sus  Uves!  Once  Hediedforyouandme, 

Je-sus  Uves!  Light  foryou,  and  all  mankind, 

, Je-sus  lives!   See,Hebreakstheprisonwall, 
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Bore  our  sins  up -on   the  tree;  Now  He  Uves  to  make  us  free, — Je-sus  Uves! 

Sight  for    all   by  sin  made  bUnd;  Life  in    Je  -  sus  aU  may  find, — Je-sus  lives! 

Throws  a-side  the  dreadful  pall,  Conquers  death  at  once  for  aU,  —Je-sus  Uves! 
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Wait  not  till  the  shad-ows  lengthen,  till  you  old-er  grow, 

Wait  not, 
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Wait  not,  wait 


not, 
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sing  for  Je-sus    ev  - 'ry-where  you    go;     Lift  your 

Sing, 
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Mighty  Army  of  the  Young. 
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Kinging  clear  thro'  earth  and  sky,  Let  the  bless-ed  ti-dings  fly ,  —  Je -  sus lives! 


mn'Mfe^t 


a 


*=* 


No.  190, 


Around  the  Throne. 


Annie  H.  Shepherd. 
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1.  A  -  round  the  throne  of     God    in  heav'n,  Thou-sands  of    chil-dren  stand; 

2.  What  bro't  them  to    that  world    a-  bove,  That  heav'n  so  bright  and  fair, 

3.  Be  -  cause  the  Sav  -  ior    shed  His  blood  To    wash    a  -  way  their  sin; 

4.  On     earth  they  sought  the  Sav-ior's  grace,  On    earth  they  loved  His  name; 
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there,   Sing -ing  glo 

clean;    Sing -ing  glo 

Lamb;  Sing -ing  glo 

n 


wm 


ry!  glo  -  ry!  glo  -  ry  be  to  God  on  high! 

ry!  glo  -  ryl  glo  -  ry  be  to  God  on  high? 

ry!  glo  -  ry!  glo  -  ry  be  to  God  on  high! 

ry!  glo  -  ry!  glo  -  ry  be  to  God  on  high! 
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1.  When  He  com  -  eth,  when  He  com  -  eth    To  make  up    His  jew  -  els, 

2.  He      will  gath  -  er,    He    will  gath  -  er    The  gems  for    His  king-dom; 

3.  Lit  -  tie  chil-dren,  lit  -  tie  chil  -dren,  Who  love  their  Re-deem -er, 
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All    His    jew  -  els,    pre-cious    jew  -  els,   His    loved  and    His    own, — 
All    the    pure  ones,    all    the  bright  ones,  His    loved  and    His    own. 
Are  the     jew  -  els,    pre-cious    jew  -  els,   His    loved  and    His    own. 
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Like  the  starsof  the  morning,  His  bright  crown  adorning, 
Theyshallshineintheirbeauty,  [Omit ]  Bright  gems  for  His  crown 
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Jesus  Loves  Me, 

(The  favorite  Hymn  of  China) 
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1.  Je  -  sus  loves  me  I  this    I    know,  For  the  Bi  -  ble   tells    me  so;  Lit  -  tie 

2.  Je  -  sus  loves  me  I  He  who  died,    Heaven's  gate  to    o   -  pen  wide;  He  will 

3.  Je  -  sus  loves  me!  loves  me  still,  Tho'  I'm  ver  -  y  weak  and  ill;  From  His 

4.  Je  -  sus  loves  me!  He  will  stay    Close  be  -  side  me  all  the  way;    If    I 

-* _* 0 e ^m M »         m      .  m « 0 ^0 


§4 


\^V    V    V 


U    V    v 


*=* 


Jesus  Loves  Me. 
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ones  to  Him  be-long,  They  are  weak  but  He  is  strong. 

wash  a  -  way  my  sin,   Let    His   lit  -  tie  child  come  in.   Yes,  Je-sus  loves  me, 

shining  throne  on  high,  Comes  to  watch  me  where  I  lie. 

love  Him  when  I    die,    He  will  take  me  home  on  high. 
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Yes,  Je  -  sus  loves  me,  Yes,  Je  -  sus  loves  me,  The  Bi  -  ble  tells  me  so. 
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No.  193.    8  Think,  When  I  Read  That  Sweet  Story. 

Mrs.  J.  Luke.  Old  Melody. 
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1.  I      think,  when  I    read  that  sweet  sto-ry     of    old,  When     Je  -  sus  was 

2.  I       wish  that  His  hands  had  been  placed  on  my  head,  That  His  arms  had  been 
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here  a-mongmen,   How  He  called  lit  -  tie  chil-dren  as  lambs  to  His  fold, 
thrown  around  me,    And  that  I  might  have  seen  His  kind  look  when  He  said, 
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3  Yet  still  to   His   footstool   in 
prayer  I  may  go, 
I  And  ask  for  a  share  in  His 

I    shouldlike    to  have  been withthem  then.  love. 

"Let  the    lit  -  tie  ones  come  un  -  to   me."        And  jj  \  m^  earnestly  seek  Him 
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Jesus  Galls  the  Ghildren. 
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1.  Je  -  sus  loves  the  chil-dren,  "Let  them  come, "said  He;  "Do  not  now    for- 

2.  Je  -  sus  saves  the  chil-dren,  Saves  from  ev  -  'ry     sin;  When  they  come  re- 

3.  Je  -  sus  folds  the  chil-dren    In    His  arms  of    love;     He   will   safe-ly 
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bid    them,    Bless  -  ed      shall  they     be."        |/  ^ 

pent  -  Lug,       Je  -  sus     takes  them     in.      Hear  Him  call -ing,  call- ing, 

lead   them      To     His     home    a  -  bove. 
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Children,  come  to-day;  Come,  and  with  the  Sav-ior  Walk  the  nar-row  way. 
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No.  195.        Porbid  Ye  Not  the  Ghildren. 

M.  W.  Stryker. 
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1.  "For-bid    ye     not    the  chil  ■ 

2.  In      gra  -  cious  arms  He  took 

3.  So    come   to    Him,  and  wel  - 


dren,"  Said  Christ, "but  let   them  come; 
them,  And  drew  them   to    His    breast; 
come,    As    long     a  -  go  they   came; 
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Of    such     is  Heav  -  en's  king 
And  chil  -  dren  still     are    car 
This  good  and    ten  -  der  Shep 


dom,  Their  lov  -  ing     Fa- 
ried     By  Him,    and    still 
herd  Knows  ev  -  'ry     lamb 
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No.  196.    All  Hail  the  Power  of  Jesus'  Name. 


Edward  Perronet. 


Oliver  Holden. 
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1.  All       hail    the  pow'r  of       Je  -  sus'  name,  Let       an  -  gels  pros  -  trate  fall; 

2.  Crown  Him,    ye  morn  -  ing    stars    of    light,  Who  fixed  this  earth  -  ly  ball; 

3.  Sin    -  ners,  whose  love  can    ne'er  for  -  get    The  wormwood  and    the  gall, 

4.  Let        ev  -  'ry    kin  -  dred,     ev  -  'ry  tribe,  On  this    ter  -  res  -  trial  ball, 

5.  0         that  with  yon  -  der       sa  -  cred  throng  We       at    His    feet    may  fall; 
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Bring  forth  the  roy  -  al  di  -  a  -  dem,  And  crown  Him 
Now  hail  the  strength  of  Is  -  rael's  might,  And  crown  Him 
Go,  spread  your  tro  -  phies  at  His  feet,  And  crown  Him 
To  Him  all  maj  -  es  -  ty  as  -  cribe,  And  crown  Him 
We'll  join    the  ev  -   er  -  last  -  ing   song,  And  crown  Him 
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Bring  forth  the  roy  -  al  di  -  a  -  dem,  And  crown  Him 
Now  hail  the  strength  of  Is-rael's  might,  And  crown  Him 
Go,  spread  your  tro  -  pines  at  His  feet,  And  crown  Him 
To  Him  all  maj  -  es  -  ty  as  -  cribe,  And  crown  Him 
We'll  join    the     ev    -  er  -  last  -  ing  song,  And  crown  Him 
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Onward,  Ghristian  Soldiers. 


Sabine  Baring-Gould. 


f  i  i  i— 1^~*<?  4?" 


Arthur  Sullivan. 

I 


■zrt- 


P 


^i=f=r^ 


33 


2 


US 


1.  Onward,  Christian  sol-diers!   Marching  as  to   war,  With  the  cross  of  Je  -  sus 

2.  At     the  sign    of    tri  -  umph,  Satan's  host  doth  flee;  On,  then, Christian  sol-diers, 

3.  Like     a    might-y  ar  -  my  Moves  the  Church  of  God;  Brothers  we  are  tread  -  ing 

4.  Onward,  then,  ye    peo  -  pie,   Join  our  happy  throng,  Blend  with  ours  your  voic-es 
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Go  -  ing  on  be  -  fore;    Christ,  the  roy  -  al     Mas  -  ter,   Leads  a-gainst  the    foe; 
On      to     vie  -  to  -  ry!    Hell's  foun-da-tions  quiv  -  er     At    the  shout  of  praise, 
Where  the  saints  have  trod;  We  are  not  di   -  vid  -   ed;   '  All  one    bod  -  y     we, 
In       the  tri-umph  song;    Glo  -  ry,  laud  and    hon  -  or     Un  -  to  Christ,  the  King, 
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Refrain. 


For-ward  in  -  to  bat  -  tie.      See  His  ban-ner  go! 

Brothers,  lift  your  voic  -  es,  Loud  your  anthems  raise.  Onward,  Christian  sol-diersl 

One     in  hope  and  doc  -  trine,   One  in  char  -  i  -  ty. 

This  thro'  count-less  a  -  ges    Men  and  an-gels  sing. 
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Marching  as   to     war,        With  the  cross  of     Je  -  sus      Go  -  ing  on     be-fore. 
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We're  Marchin*  to  Zion. 
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Come,  we  that 
Let  those    re 
The     hill    of 
Then  let    our 
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love  the  Lord,  And  let  our  joys  be  known,  Join  in    a  song  with 
•  fuse  ta   sing  Who  nev  -  er  knew  our  God;  But  chil-dren  of    the 
Zi  -  on  yields]  A  thou-sand  sa-cred  sweets,  Be-fore  we  reach  the 
songs  a-bound,  And  ev  -  'ry  tear  be  dry;  We're  marching  thro'  Im- 
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sweet  |accord,  Join    in      a   song  with  sweet  accord,    And  thus  sur-round  the  throne, 
heav'n-ly  King,  But  chil-dren  of  the  heav'n-ly  King,  May  speak  their  joys    a-broad, 
heav'n-ly  fields,  Be  -  fore    we  reach  the  heav'nly  fields,  Or  walk  the      gold  -  en  streets, 
manuel's  ground,  We're  marching  thro'  Immanuel's  ground,  To  fair-er  worlds  on  high, 

And  thus  surround  the  throne,  And  thus 

f  T  .    0  ,-r  f-  f-  .  ,.    . «  .f  stf-.t  fr1-. 


^ 


«=i=Tfftrt 


*=£ 


I 


*=t=£ 


£=£ 


1r-r 


r 


Chorus 


And  thus  surround  the  throne. 

May  speak  their  joys  a  -  broad.    We're  marching  to   Zi  -  on,  Beau-ti-ful,   beau-ti-ful 
Or    walk  the  gold-en  streets. 
To    fair  -  er  worlds  on    high. 
Bur  -  round  the  throne.    We're  marching  on  to   Zi-on, 
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Zi  -  on;  We're  marching  upward  to  Zi  -  on,    The  beau  -  ti  -  ful  cit  -  y     of   God. 

Zi-on,     Zi-on, 
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No.  199.        Work,  for  the  Nteht  is  Gomin*. 


Annie  L.  Walker. 
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I  Work,  for  the  night  is     com  -  ing,  Work  thro'  the  morning  hours; 
\  Work  while  the  dew  is  spark-ling, 
D.  C.-Work  for  the  night  is    com  -  ing, 
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Work  'mid  springing 
When  man's  work  is 


^-*-4— a. 


*t 


W  p 


»— -  9 — p- 


£ 


Fine. 


•rt 


£=*= 


D.  C. 


2=fc 


Sfc 


J=S4=5= 


?ai=B±^^ 


flow'rs.     Work  when  the  day  grows 
done. 
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2  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Work  through  the  sunny  noon; 
Fill  brightest  hours  with  labor, 

Rest  comes  sure  and  soon. 
Give  every  flying  minute, 

Something  to  keep  in  store; 
Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

When  man  works  no  more. 
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3  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Under  the  sunset  sky; 
While  the  bright  tints  are  glowing, 

Work,  for  daylight  flies. 
Work  till  the  last  beam  fadeth, 

Fadeth  to  shine  no  more, 
Work  while  the  night  is  darkening, 

When  man's  work  is  o'er. 


No.  200. 

John  Fswcett. 


Blest  Be  the  Tie. 


Hans  George  Naegell. 
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1.  Blest  be  the    tie  that  binds  Our  hearts  in  Chris-tian  love;  The  fel  -  low  -  ship  of 

2.  Be  -  fore  our  Father's  throne  We  pour  our  ar-dent  pray'rs;  Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our 
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kindred  minds  Is    like  to    that  a  -  bove. 
aims  are  one,  Our  com-forts  and  our  cares. 
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3  We  share  our  mutual  woes, 

Our  mutual  burdens  bear; 
And  often  for  each  other  flows 
The  sympathizing  tear. 

4  When  we  asunder  part, 

It  gives  us  inward  pain; 
But  we  shall  still  be  joined  in  heart, 
And  hope  to  meet  again. 


No.  201.       Safely  Through  Another  Week. 

John  Newton, 


Arr.  by  Lowell  Mason. 
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(  Safely  thro'  an-oth-er  week,  God  has  bro't  us  on  our  way;  j 
"  I  Let  us  now  a  blessing  seek,  f  Waiting  in  His  courts  today. 

J  W  hile  we  pray  for  pard'ning  grace,  Thro'  the  dear  Redeemer's  name,   > 
*  I  Show  thy  rec-oncil-ed  face,  /  Take  away  our  sin  and  shame; 
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Day  of  all  the  week  the  best,  Emblem  of  e  -  ter-nal  rest;         of      e  -  ter  -  nal  rest. 
From  our  worldly  cares  set  free,  May  we  rest  this  day  in  Thee;    rest  this  day  in  Thee. 
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3  Here  we  come  Thy  name  to  praise; 

Let  us  feel  Thy  presence  near; 
May  Thy  glory  meet  our  eyes, 

While  we  in  Thy  house  appear; 
Here  afford  us,  Lord,  a  taste 
Of  our  everlasting  feast, 
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4  May  the  gospel's  joyful  sound 
Conquer  sinners,  comfort  saints; 
Make  the  fruits  of  grace  abound, 

Bring  relief  to  all  complaints; 
Thus  may  all  our  Sabbaths  prove, 
Till  we  join  the  church  above. 


No.  202.         My  Soul,  Be  On  Thy  Guard. 


George  Heath. 


Lowell  Mason. 
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1.  My  soul,  be  on  thy  guard;  Ten  thousand  foes  arise;    The    hosts  of   sin  are  press-ing 

2.  0  watch,  and  fight  and  pray;  The  bat-tie  ne'er  give  o'er;  Re-new  it  bold-ly     ev  -  'ry 
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hard   To  draw  thee  from  the  skies. 
day,    And  help  di-vine    im-plore. 
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3  Ne'er  think  the  victory  won, 

Nor  lay  Thine  armor  down: 
The  work  of  faith  will  not  be  done, 
Till  Thou  obtain  the  crown. 

4  Fight  on,  my  soul,  till  death 

Shall  bring  thee  to  thy  God; 
He'll  take  thee,  at  thy  parting  breath, 
To  His  divine  abode. 


No.  203.  Sweet  Hour  of  Prayer. 

W.  W.  Walford.  Win.  B.  Bradbury. 
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1.  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of  prayer,  That  calls  me   from  a    world   of  care, 
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Fine. 
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And  bids    me,    at     my    Father's  throne,  Make  all     my  wants  and  wish  -  es  known! 
D.  S.— And  oft     es-caped  the  tempt-er's  snare,    By    thy    re  -  turn,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 
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la      sea  -  sons  of     dis  -  tress  and  grief 


My    soul  has   oft  -  en  found   re  -  lief, 
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2  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of  prayer, 
The  joys  I  feel,  the  bliss  I  share, 
Of  those  whose  anxious  spirits  burn 
With  strong  desires  for  thy  return! 
With  such  I  hasten  to  the  place 
Where  God,  my  Savior,  shows  His  face, 
And  gladly  take  my  station  there, 
And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 


3  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of  prayer, 
Thy  wings  shall  my  petition  bear 
To  Him,  whose  truth  and  faithfulness 
Engage  the  waiting  soul  to  bless: 
And  since  He  bids  me  seek  His  face, 
Believe  His  word,  and  trust  His  grace, 
I'll  cast  on  Him  my  every  care, 
And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 


No.  204. 

Margaret  Mackay 
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Asleep  in  Jesus. 


Win.  B.  Bradbury. 
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1.  A -sleep  in  Je 

2.  A  -  sleep  in  Je 

3.  A -sleep  in  Je 

4.  A  -  sleep  in  Je 


sus!  bless  -  ed  sleep,  From  which  none  ev  -  er  wakes  to  weep! 
sus!  0  how  sweet  To  be  for  such  a  slum-ber  meet.' 
sus!  peace- ful  rest,  Whose  waking  is  su  -  preme-ly  blest! 
sus!    0     for  me     May  such   a    bliss  -  ful    ref  -  uge   be! 
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Asleep  in  Jesus. 
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A  calm  and  un  -  dis-turbed  re  -  pose,  Un  -  bro  -  ken  by  the  last  of  foes. 
With  ho  -  ly  con  -  fi  -  dence  to  sing,  That  Death  hath  lost  his  ven-omed  sting. 
No  fear,  no  woe,  shall  dim  that  hour  That  man  -  i  -  fests  the  Sav  -  ior's  pow'r. 
Se  -  cure  -  ly  shall  my    ash  -  es     lie,    Wait  -  ing    the  sum-mons  from    on  high. 


m 


t^m^mm 


i 


m 


T=f= 


No.  205. 


What  a  Friend. 


H.  Bonar. 
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C.  C.  Converse. 
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Je  -    sus,     All      our  sins  and  griefs  to    bear! 


1.  What      a  Friend  we  have  in 
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Fine. 
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What       a    priv  -  i  -  lege    to 
D.  S.— All        be-cause  we    do    not 
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'ry-thing  to  God  in  prayer! 
'ry-thing  to  God  in  prayer! 
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0      what  peace  we  oft  -  en      for  -  feit, 


0      what  need-less  pain  we    bear, 
IS 
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2  Have  we  trials  and  temptations? 

Is  there  trouble  anywhere? 
We  should  never  be  discouraged, 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Can  we  find  a  friend  so  faithful, 

Who  will  all  our  sorrows  share? 
Jesus  knows  our  every  weakness, 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 


3  Are  we  weak  and  heavy-laden, 

Cumbered  with  a  load  of  care?— 
Precious  Savior,  still  our  refuge,— 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Do  thy  friends  despise,  forsake  thee? 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer; 
In  His  arms  He'll  take  and  shield  thee. 

Thou  wilt  find  a  solace  there. 


No.  206. 


The  Morning  Light  is  Breaking. 


S.  P.  Smith. 


O.  J.  Webb. 
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1.  The  morn-ing  light  is  break  -  ing,  The  darkness  dis-ap  -  pears;  The  sons    of  earth  are 

2.  See  hea-then  na-tions  bend -ing  Be  -  fore  the  God  of    love,  And  thousand  hearts  a& 

3.  Blest  riv  -  er    of    sal  -  va  -  tion,  Pur-sue  thine  onward  way;  Flow  thou    to  ev  -  'ry 
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wak  -  ing   To    pen  -  i  -  ten  -  tial  tears;  Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the  o  -  cean  Brings 
cend  -  ing   In    grat  -  i  -  tude    a  -  bove;  While  sinners,  now  con  -  fess  -  ing,  The 
na  -  tion,  Nor    in    thy  rich-ness  stay;      Stay  not    till  all   the     low  -  ly    Tri- 
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ti  -  dings  from  a  -  far,  Of  na  -  tions  in  com  -  mo  -  tion,  Prepared  for  Zi  -  on's  war. 
gos- pel's  call  o  -  bey,  And  seek  a  Sav-ior's  bless  -  ing,  A  na- tion  in  a  day. 
umphant  reach  their  home;  Stay  not  till  all  the    ho-   ly  Proclaim,  "The  Lord  is  come!" 
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No.  207. 


Stand  Up  for  Jesus. 


1  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross; 
Lift  high  His  royal  banner, 

It  must  not  suffer  loss: 
From  victory  unto  victory 

His  army  shall  He  lead, 
•  Till  every  foe  is  vanquished 

And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed. 

2  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

The  trumpet  call  obey; 
Forth  to  the  mighty  conflict, 

In  this  His  glorious  day: 
"Ye  that  are  men,  now  serve  Him," 

Against  unnumbered  foes; 
Your  courage  rise  with  danger, 

And  strength  to  strength  oppose. 


3  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

Stand  in  His  strength  alone; 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you; 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own: 
Put  on  the  gospel  armor, 

Each  piece  put  on  with  prayer; 
Where  duty  calls,  or  danger, 

Be  never  wanting  there. 

4  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

The  strife  will  not  be  long; 
This  day  the  noise  of  battle, 

The  next  the  victor's  song: 
To  him  that  overcometh, 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be; 
He  with  the  King  of  glory 

Shall  reign  eternally. 

—George  Du field. 


No.  208. 


James  Nicholson 


Whiter  Than  Snow. 


BY   PERMISSION. 


Fischer. 


i    J  Lord  Je  -  sus,     I      long   to    be    per  -  feet  -  ly   whole!  .  . 

\  I     want  Thee  for -ev    -  er   to    live     in    my    soul,   JB" 
2.  J  Lord  Je  -  sus,    look  down  from  Thy  throne  in  the    skies,  I 
"  \  And  help  me      to    make     a    com-plete  sac  -  ri  -  fice;    / 
f  Lord  Je  -sus,     for  this       I  most  hum -bly    en  -  treat, 


I      give   up  my- 


Lord,  at  Thy  cru  -  ci 
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By  faith,  for  my 


i  -  dol,  cast  out  ev  -  'ry  foe;  Now  wash  me  and 
self,  and  what-ev  -  er  I  know,  Now  wash  me  and 
cleans-ing,  I  see  Thy  blood  flow,  Now  wash  me  and 
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I  shall  be  whit-er  than  snow. 
I  shall  be  whit-er  than  Bnow. 
I  shall  be  whit-er  than  snow. 


Chorus. 
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Whiter  than  snow,  yes,  whiter  than  snow;  Now  wash  me  and  I  shall  be  whit-er  than  snow. 


ISo.  209. 

Charles  Wesley. 


A  Gharge  to  Keep. 


Lowell  Mason, 
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1.  A  charge  to  keep    I     have,  A     God 

2.  To   serve  the  pres  -  ent  age,    My  call 


S3 


to  glo  -  ri  -   fy;      A     nev  -"er  dy  -  ing 
ing  to     ful-  fill,      Oh,  may  it  all     my 
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soul   to  save  And  fit   it   for    the  sky. 
pow'rs  engage,  To  do  my  Mas-ter's  will. 
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3  Arm  me  with  jealous  care, 

And  in  Thy  sight  to  live; 
And  oh,  Thy  servant,  Lord,  prepare, 
A  strict  account  to  give. 

4  Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 

And  on  Thyself  rely, 
Assured,  if  I  my  trust  betray, 
I  shall  forever  die. 


No.  210. 


Nearer,  My  God,  to  Thee. 


Sarah  P.  Adam*. 


Lowell  Maion, 
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1.  Near-er,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Near-er  to  Thee;  E'en  tho'  it  be    a  cross  That  raisethme; 

2.  Tho' like  a  wan-der-er,  The  sun  gone  down,  Darkness  be  o-verme,  My    rest  a  stone; 

3.  There  let  the  way  ap-pear  Steps  un-to  heav'n;  All  that  Thou  sendest  me,  In  mer-cy  giv'n* 


w 


i 


IgsS 


w 


£ 


r 


r-p 


Still  all  my  song  shall  be,  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Nearer  to  Thee! 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Nearer  to  Theel 
An  -  gels  to  beckon  me  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Nearer  to  Thee! 
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No.  211. 


My  Faith  Looks  Up  to  Thee. 


Ray  Palmer. 


Lowell  riason. 
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My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee,  Thou  Lamb  of  Cal-va-ry,     Sav-ior  di-vine;  Now  hear  me 
May  Thy  rich  grace  impart  Strength  to  my  fainting  heart,  My  zeal  inspire;  As  Thou  hast 
While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread,  And  griefs  around  me  spread.Be  Thou  my  Guide;Bid  darkness 
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while  I  pray,   Take  all  my  sin     a-way,     0     let  me  from  this  day  Be  whol-ly  Thine! 
died  for  me,    0  may  my  love  to  Thee,  Pure, warm, and  changeless  be  A  living  fire! 
turn  to  day,  Wipe  sorrow's  tears  a-way,   Nor  let  me  ev  -  er  stray  From  Thee  aside. 


No.  212. 

Philip  Doddridge. 


0  Happy  Day. 
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B.  F.  Rlmbault. 
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0  hap  -  py  day  that  fixed  my  choice  On  Thee,  my  Sav  -  ior  and  my  God! 
Well  may  this  glowing  heart  re-joice,  And  tell  its  rap-turesall  a -broad. 
0  hap  -  py  bond,  that  seals  my  vows  To  Him  who  mer  -  its  all  my  love! 
Let  cheerful  an-thems  fill  His  house,  While  to  that  sa  -  cred  shrine  I  move. 


Hap  -  py 
Hap-py 
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day,  happy  day,  When  Jesus  washed  my  sins  away!  {^^£^™^'J^'} 
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3  'Tis  done,  the  great  transaction's  done; 
I  am  my  Lord's,  and  He  is  mine; 
He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on, 
Charmed  to  confess  the  voice  divine. 


4  Now  rest,  my  long-divided  heart; 
Fixed  on  this  blissful  centre,  rest; 
Nor  ever  from  thy  Lord  depart, 
With  Him  of  every  good  possessed. 


No.  213. 

Isaac  Watts. 


Am  I  a  Soldier? 


Thomas  Arne. 
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1.  Am 


a     sol  -  dier     of     the  cross,     A       fol- lower    of       the      Lamb, 


§5 


2.  Must     I      be    car  -  ried  to     the  skies     On     flow  -  'ry  beds  of  ease, 

3.  Are    there  no  foes     for  me     to  face?   Must     I      not  stem  the  flood? 

4.  Sure     I    must  fight,     if  I  would  reign;    In  -  crease  my  cour  -  age,  Lord; 
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And    shall    I     fear  to     own    His  cause,      Or      blush    to  speak     His  name? 

While  oth  -  ers  fought  to     win    the  prize,  And    sailed  thro'  blood  -  y  seas? 

Is        this  vile  world  a    friend   to  grace,  To       help    me     on        to  God? 

I'll     bear  the    toil,  en  -  dure  the  pain,  Sup  -  port  -  ed     by      Thy  word. 
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No.  214.        Alas!  and  Did  My  Savior  Bleed? 


Isaac  Watts. 
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Hugh  Wilson. 


1.  A  -  las!  and  did  my  Savior  bleed?  And  did  my  Sov'reign  die?  Would  He  devote  that 

2.  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  have  done,He  groan'd  upon  the  tree?  A-maz-ing  pit  • 
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sa-cred  head  For  such   a    worm  as     I? 
grace  unknown!Andlove  be-yond  de-gree! 


■_  3  Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide, 
SJII I  And  shut  his  glories  in, 

When  Christ,the  mighty  Maker,  died, 
For  man,  the  creature's  sin. 
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4  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 
The  debt  of  love  I  owe: 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away,— 
'Tis  all  that  I  can  do. 


No.  215. 


How  Sweet  the  Name. 


1  How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds 

In  a  believer's  ear! 
It  soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  his  wounds, 
And  drives  away  his  fear. 

2  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole, 

And  calms  the  troubled  breast; 
'Tis  manna  to  the  hungry  soul, 
And  to  the  weary,  rest. 


3  Jesus,  my  Shepherd,  Savior,  Friend, 

My  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King, 
My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End, 
Accept  the  praise  I  bring. 

4  Dear  name,  the  rock  on  which  I  build, 

My  shield  and  hiding  place; 
My  never-failing  treasure,  filled 
With  boundless  stores  of  grace. 


No.  216. 


Oh,  For  a  Thousand  Tongues. 


Charles  Wesley. 
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Carl  Qlasser. 
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1.  Oh,  for  a  thousand  tongues,  to  sing  My  great  Re-deemer's  praise;  The  glories  of  my 

2.  My  gra-cious  Mas-ter  and  my  God,  As  -  sist  me  to  pro-claim,   To  spread  thro'  all  the 
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God  and  King,  the  triumphs  of  His  grace! 
earth  a-broad,  The  honors  of  Thy  name. 
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3  Jesus!  the  name  that  charms  our  fears, 

That  bids  our  sorrows  cease: 
'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears, 
'Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 

4  He  breaks  the  power  of  cancelled  sin, 

He  sets  the  prisoner  free; 
His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean. 
His  blood  availed  for  me. 


No.  217.     Savior,  Wash  Me  in  the  Blood. 


William  Cowper. 


COPYRIGHT,  1887,  BY  E.  O.  EXCELL. 


E.  O.  Excel!. 


1, 


vi     U I  I'D  „ 

(  There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood  Drawn  from  Immanuel's  veins,  J  Savior,  wash me 

wash  me  in  the  blood, 
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\  And  sinners  plung'd  beneath  that  flood  Lose  .11  their  guilty  stains, 
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in  the  blood,  Sav-ior,  wash me  in  the  blood  0 

in  the  blood.the  blood  of  the  Lamb,Savior,wash  me  in  the  blood, in  the  blood.the  blood  of  the  Lamb;0 
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And  I  shall  be  whiter  than  the  snow 
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2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 
That  fountain  in  his  day: 
And  there  have  I,  as  vile  as  he, 
Washed  all  my  sins  away. 
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Thou  dying  Lamb,  Thy  precious  blood 

Shall  never  lose  its  power, 
Till  all  the  ransomed  Church  of  God 

Be  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 

E'er  since  by  faith  I  saw  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 
Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 

And  shall  be  till  I  die. 

Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 

I'll  sing  Thy  power  to  save, 
When  this  poor  lisping,  stammering  tongue 

Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 


No.  218. 


There  is  A 


Fountain. 
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a    fount-ain  filled    with  blood,  Drawn  from  Im  -  man-uel's  veins, 


1.  There    is 
D.  C— And      sin  -  ners  plung'd  be-neath  that  flood, 
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Lose  all  their  guilt-y  stains;  Lose  all  their  guilt-y  stains,   Lose  all  their  guilt-y  stains; 
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No.  219. 

Charles  Wesley. 


Love  Divine. 


John  Zundel. 
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1.  Love    di  -  vine,    all    love     ex  -  cell  -  ing,     Joy     of  heav'n,  to   earth   come  down! 
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Fine. 
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Fix     in      us    Thy    hum-  ble  dwell  -  ing;    All    Thy  faith  -  ful    mer  -  cies  crown. 
D.  S.— Vis  -  it       us    with    Thy     sal  -  va  -  tion,    En  -  ter      ev  -  'ry    trem  -  bling  heart! 
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Je  -  sus,  Thou  art    all     com  -  pas  -  sion,  Pure,  un-bound  -  ed    love    Thou  art; 
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2  Breathe,  oh,  breathe  Thy  loving  Spirit 

Into  every  troubled  breast! 
Let  us  all  in  Thee  inherit, 

Let  us  find  the  promised  rest. 
Take  away  the  love  of  sinning; 

Alpha  and  Omega  be; 
End  of  faith,  as  its  beginning, 

Set  our  hearts  at  liberty! 


3  Come,  Almighty  to  deliver, 

Let  us  all  Thy  grace  receive; 
Suddenly  return,  and  never, 

Never  more  Thy  temples  leave: 
Thee  we  would  be  always  blessing. 

Serve  Thee  as  Thy  hosts  above. 
Pray,  and  praise  Thee  without  ceasing, 

Glory  in  Thy  perfect  love! 


No.  220. 


How  Firm  a  Foundation. 


George  Keith. 


Unknown. 
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How  firm   a  foun-da-tion,  ye  saints  of  the   Lord,  Is    laid  for  your  faith  in  His 

"Fear  not   I    am  with  thee,  0  be       not  dis-mayed,  For    I     am  thy  God,     I  will 

"When  thro' the  deep  waters  I  call  thee  to  go,      The  riv  -  ers  of    sor-  row  shall 

"When  thro'  fiery  tri  -  als  thy  path-way  shall  lie,    My  grace  all  suf  -  fi  -  cient  shall 
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How  Firm  a  Foundation. 
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ex  -  cel-lent  word!  What  more  can  He  say  than  to  you  He  hath  said,       To    you  who  for 
still  give  thee  aid;    I'll  strengthen  thee,  help  thee,  and  cause  thee  to  stand,  Upheld  by  my 
not   o  -  ver  -  flow;  For    I   will  be  with  thee  thy  tri  -  als  to    bless,    And  sane  -  ti  -  fy 
be  thy  sup -ply,  The  flames  shall  not  hurt  thee;  I  on  -  ly  de  -  sign       Thy  dross  to  con- 


ref  -  uge  to    Je 
gracious  om  -  nip  - 
to    thee  thy  deep- 
sume,  and  thy  gold 


sus  have  fled?  To  you  who  for  ref  -  uge  to  Je  -  sus  have  fled? 
o  -  tent  hand,  Up  -  held  by  my  gra-cious  om-nip  -  o  -  tent  hand, 
est  dis  -  tress,  And  sanc-ti  -  fy  to  thee  thy  deepest  dis- tress, 
to    re  -  fine,    Thy  dross  to  consume,  and  thy  gold  to    re  -  fine." 
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No.  221. 

Robert  Robinson. 


Gome,  Thou  Fount. 
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John  Wyeth. 

Fine. 
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-,    j  Come,  Thou  Fount  of     ev  -  'ry  bless  -  ing.  Tune  my  heart   to    sing  Thy  grace;  ) 
'I  Streams  of  mer  -  cy,    nev-  er    ceas  -  ing,    Call  for  songs    of    loud -est  praise.  ( 
D.  C— Praise  the  mount,— I'm  fixed  up  -    on       it!  Mount  of     Thy     re-deem-ing    love. 


m-i  E  £  irrE 


ilf    iff 


*B 


J2- 


f 


V* 


s    U    Ik 


rr 


SE 


Teach  me  some  mel  -  o-diousson  -  net,  Sung  by    flam  -  ing  tongues  a -bo  ve; 
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2  Here  I'll  raise  my  Ebenezer; 

Hither  by  Thy  help  I'm  come; 
And  I  hope,  by  Thy  good  pleasure, 

Safely  to  arrive  at  home. 
Jesus  sought  me  when  a  stranger, 

Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God; 
He,  to  rescue  me  from  danger, 

Interposed  His  precious  blood. 


3  Oh,  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 

Daily  I'm  constrained  to  be! 
Let  Thy  goodness,  like  a  fetter, 

Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  Thee. 
Prone  to  wander,  Lord,  I  feel  it, 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love; 
Here's  my  heart,  oh,  take  and  seal  it, 

Seal  it  for  Thy  courts  above. 


No.  222. 

Reginald  Heber. 


Holy,  Holy,  Holy. 


John  B.  Dykes. 
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1.  Ho  -  ly,  ho  -  ly,    ho    -  ly, 

2.  Ho-ly,  ho-ly,    ho    -  ly! 

3.  Ho-ly,  ho-ly,    ho    -  ly! 
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Lord       God  Al  -  might  -  y!       Ear  -  ly     in    the 
all    the  saints  a  -  dore    Thee,  Cast  -  ing  down  their 
tho'  the  dark-ness  hide  Thee,   Tho'  the  eye    of 
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morn    -  ing    our  song  shall  rise    to    Thee:        Ho  -  ly,    ho  -  ly,      ho    -    ly, 
gold-en  crowns  a-round  the  glass  -  y       sea;        Cher  -  u  -  bim  and    sera  -  phim 
sin  -  ful  man    Thy  glo  -  ry  may  not     see:         On  -  ly  Thou  art     ho    -    ly; 
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mer  -  ci  -  ful  and  might  -  y,  God  in  Three  Per  -  sons,  bless-ed  Trin  -  i  -  ty! 
fall  -  ing  down  be  -  fore  Thee,  Which  wert,  and  art,  and  ev  -  er-more  shalt  be. 
there  is   none  be  -  side  Thee,    Per  -  feet    in  pow'r,  in     love,  and  pu  -  ri  -  ty. 
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No.  223. 


Rev.  Isaac  Watts. 
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Joy  to  the  World. 


£MS 


? 


r 


* 


*-^ 


£ 


2t=£ 


at^ 


C.  P.  Handel 
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1.  Joy  to  the  world,  the  Lord  is  come!  Let  earth  re-ceive    her  King;  Let  ev  -  'ry 

2.  No  more  let  sin  and   sor-row  grow,  Nor  thorns  in  -  f  est  the  ground;  He  comes  to 

3.  He  rules  the  world  with  truth  and  grace,And  makes  the  nations  prove  The  glo  -  ries 
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Joy  to  the  World. 
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heart  pre  -  pare  Him  room,  And  heav'n  and  na  -  ture  sing, 
make  His  bless  -  ing  flow  Far  as  the  curse  is  found, 
of  His    right  -  eous  -  ness,      And   won-ders     of     His    love, 


And 
Far 
And 


And  heav'n  and    na  -  tare 
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heav'n  and  na  -  ture  sing, 
as  the  curse  is  found, 
won  -  ders   of      His    love, 
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And  heav'n,  and    heav'n  and     na-ture    sing. 

Far  as,         far    as  the  curse  is    found. 

And  wonders,  and    won  -  ders  of     His    love. 
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And  heav'n  and  na-ture    sing, 


No,  224. 


Just  as  I  Am. 


Charlotte  Elliott, 


Wm.  Bradbury. 
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1.  Just  as   I 

2.  Just  as   I 

3.  Just   as   I 


am! 
am! 
am! 


with-out  one  plea,  But  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
and  wait  -  ing  not  To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot, 
tho'  toss'd  a-bout  With    many   a    con  -  flict,  many  a  doubt, 
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And  that  Thou  bidd'st  me  come  to  Thee,  0 
To  Thee.whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot  0 
Fight-ing  and  fears    with-in,    with-out,    0 
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Lamb  of  God!  I  come!  I  come! 
Lamb  of  God!  I  come!  I  come! 
Lamb  of  God!    I  come!    I    come! 
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4  Just  as  I  am!  poor,  wretched,  blind, 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 
Yea,  all  I  need  in  Thee  to  find, 
0  Lamb  of  God!  I  come!  I  come! 


Just  as  I  am!  Thou  wilt  receive, 
Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve: 
Because  Thy  promise  I  believe, 
0  Lamb  of  God!  I  come!  I  come! 


No.  225. 

George  \V.  Doane. 


Flin&  Out  the  Banner. 


J.  B.  Calkin. 
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1.  Fling  out  theban-ner!   let     it  float  Sky -ward  and    sea- 

2.  Fling  out  the  ban  -  ner!   an  -  gels  bend    In      anx  -  ious    si  - 

3.  Fling  out  the  ban  -  ner!  hea-then  lands  Shall  see  from  far 

4.  Fling  out  the  ban  -  ner!  sin  -  sick  souls  That  sink  and  per  - 

5.  Fling  out  theban-ner!   let     it  float  Sky -ward  and    sea- 
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ward,  high  and  wide; 

lence  o'er  the  sign; 
the     glorious  sight, 
ish      in    the  strife, 

ward,  high  and  wide, 
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The    sun,  that  lights  its    shin  -  ing  folds,  The  cross,  on  which  the  Sav  -  ior  died. 

And  vain  -  ly  seek  to  com  -  pre-hend  The  won-der  of  the  love  di-vine. 
And  na-tions,  crowding  to  be  born.  Bap  -  tize  their  spir  -  its  in  its  light. 
Shall  touch  in  faith  its      ra  -  diant  hem,  And  spring  im  -  mor  -  tal     in    -to    life. 

Our     glo  -  ry,  on  -  ly      in     the  cross;  Our    on  -  ly     hope,  the  Cru  -  ci  -  fied! 
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Nearer  the  Gross. 


USED  BY  PERMISSION. 


No.  226. 


F.  J.  Crosby. 


Mrs.  J.  P.  Knapp. 
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1.  "Near  -  er  the  cross!"  my  heart 

2.  Near  -  er  the  Chris-tian's  mer  ■ 

3.  Near  -  er    in  prayer  my  hope 


can  say,  I 
cy  -  seat,  I 
as  -  pires,    I 
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am  com  -  ing  near  -  er;  Near  -  er  the 
am  com  -  ing  near  -  er;  Feast-ing  my 
am  com  -  ing  near  -  er;  Deep  -  er  the 
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cross  from  day  to  day,  I 
soul  on  man  -  na  sweet,  I 
love    my    soul     de- sires,    I 
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am  com  -  ing  near  -  er; 
am  com  -  ing  near  -  er; 
am  com  -  ing  near  -  er; 


Near  -  er  the  cross  where 
Strong -er  in    faith,  more 
Near  -  er  the  end        of 
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Nearer  the  Gross. 
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Je  -  sus  died,  Near  -  er  the  foun  -  tain's  crim  -  son  tide,  Near  -  er   my  Sav  -  ior's 
clear    I    see       Je  -  sus,  who  gave     Him  -  self    for  me;    Near  -  er    to    Him     I 
toil    and  care,  Near- er  the    joy         I     long    to  share,  Near  -  er    the  crown   I 
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wound  -  ed  side,      I  am  com  -  ing  near  -  er,       I  am  com  -  ing  near  -  er 

still    would  be,      Still  I'm  com  -  ing  near  -  er,  Still  I'm  com  -  ing  near  -  er, 

soon    shall  wear,     I  am  com  -  ing  near  -  er,        I  am  com  -  ing  near  -  er, 
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No.  227. 

Edward  Mote. 


My  Hope  is  Built. 


Win.  B.  Bradbury. 
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,    (  My    hope    is    built 
j  I        dare  not  trust 


on    noth-  ing  less    Than    Je  -  sus' blood  and  right-eous-ness;  | 
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the  sweet-est  frame,  But  whol  -  ly    lean    on     Je  -  sus'  name 

His    love-ly  face,       I      rest  on    His    un -changing  grace;  1 

ev  -  'ry    high  and  storm  -  y  gale,    My      an-chor  holds  with  -  in    the  veil,    j 
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Refrain. 
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On  Christ,  the  sol  -  id  rock,  I  stand;  All  oth  -  er  ground  is    sink  -  ing  sand,  All 
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sink  -  ing  sand. 
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3  His  oath.  His  covenant,  His  blood 
Support  me  in  the  whelming  flood; 
When  all  around  my  soul  gives  way, 
He  then  is  all  my  hope  and  stay. 

4  When  He  shall  come  with  trumpet  sound, 
Oh,  may  I  then  in  Him  be  found; 
Dressed  in  His  righteousness  alone, 
Faultless  to  stand  before  the  throne. 


No.  228. 

Sir  Robert  Grant. 


0  Worship  the  King. 
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Francis  Joseph  Haydn. 
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0     wor  -  ship  the    King      all  -  glo  -  rious  a  -  hove,    And    gTate  -  f  ul 

0      tell     of     His  might,    and  sing     of     His  grace,  Whose  robe    is 

Thy    boon  -  ti  -  f  ul    care    what  tongue  can  re  -  cite?       It   breathes  in 

Frail  chil-dren   of     dust,     and    fee  -  ble    as     frail,       In     Thee    do 
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sing      His     won  -  der  -  ful  love; 

light,  whose  can  -  o    -    py  6pace; 

air,         it     shines  in      the  light, 
trust,    nor     find    Thee    to        fail; 


Our 
His 

It 
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Shield  and     De  -  fend  -  er,  the 

cha  -  riots    of      wrath    the  deep 

streams  from  the     hills,     it  de- 

mer  -  cies    how     ten  -  der!  how 
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An  -  cient  of  days,  Pa  -  vil  -  ioned  in 
thun  -  der-clouds  form,  And  dark  is  His 
scends  to  the  plain,  And  sweet-ly  dis 
firm      to     the    end !    Our  Ma  -  ker,    De  ■ 


splen-dor,  and    gird  -  ed  .  with  praise, 
path  on    the    wings  of     the   storm, 
tills  in     the    dew    and   the   rain, 
fend  -  er,    Re  -  deem  -  er,    and  Friend. 
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No.  229. 1  Hear  a  Sweet  VoiGe  Ringing  dear. 


E.  Paxton  Hood. 


Old  Melody,  arr 
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1.  I        hear  a  sweet  voice  ringing  clear,  All    is  well!  All    is  well!  It     is    my  Fa-ther's 

2.  Clouds  cannot  long  ob-scure  my  sight;  All    is  well!  All    is  well!  I  know  there  is    a 

3.  In  morning  hours,  serene  and  bright,  All    is  well!  All    is  well!  In  eve-niiig  hours  or 


sum 


rFPTTTT 


I  Hear  a  Sweet  VoiGe  Ringing  Clear. 
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voice  I  hear,  All    is  well!    All  is  well!  Where'er  I  walk,  that  voice  is  heard:  It  is    my 
land  of  light;  All  is  well!  All  is  well!  From  strength  to  strength,  from  day  to  day,  I  tread  a- 
dark'ning  night,  All  is  well!    All  is  well!  And  when  to  Jordan's  side  I  come,  'Midst  chilling 
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God,  my  Father's  word,  "Fear  not,  hut  trust;  I  am  the  Lord:"  All  is 
long  the  world's  highway;  Or  oft  -  en  stop  to  sing  or  say,  All  is 
waves  and  rag-ing  foam,  Oh,  let  me  sing  as    I     go  home,  All   is 


weU!  All 
well!  All 
well!    All 


is  well! 
is  well! 
is  well! 
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Isaac  Watts. 


The  Wondrous  Gross. 
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1.  When  I  sur-vey  the    won-drous  cross  On  which  the  Prince    of  glo  -  ry    died, 

2.  For  -  bid  it,  Lord,  that  I    should  boast.  Save  in  the  death     of  Christ,  my  God; 

3.  See,  from  His  head,  His  hands,  His  feet,  Sor  -  row  and  love     flow  min  -  gled  down: 

4.  Were  the  whole  realm  of  na-ture  mine,  That  were  a  pres  -  ent  far     too  small; 
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My  rich-est  gain    I    count  but     loss,  And    pour    con -tempt    on    all  my    pride. 

All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most,    I      sac  -    ri  -flee      them  to  His    blood. 

Did  e'er  such  love  and  sor  -  row    meet,  Or    thorns  com  -  pose       so    rich  a     crown? 

Love  so  a  -  maz  -  ing,  so      di  -    vine,  De  -  mands  my  soul,      my  life,  my      all. 
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No,  231.    From  Greenland's  Icy  Mountains. 


Reginald  lieber. 
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1.  From  Greenland's  i  -  cy  mountains,  From  In-dia's  cor  -  al  strand.Where  Afric's 

2.  Shall   we  whose  souls  are  light-ed    With  wis-dom  from  on     high,  Shall  we    to 

3.  Waft,  waft  ye  winds,  His  sto  -  ry,  And  you,  ye  wat-ers,     roll,     Till,  like    a 
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sun-ny  fountains  Roll  down  their  golien  sand;  From  ma-ny  an  ancient  riv-er,From 
men  be-night-ed  The  lamp  of  life  de  -  ny?  Sal  -  va-tionl  0  sal  -  va-tion!  The 
sea  of    glo  -  ry,  It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole:  Till  o'er  our  ransomed  nature  The 


many  a    palm-y     plain,  They  call  us  to    de  -  liv-  er  Their  land  from  error's  chain, 
joy  -  ful  sound  pro-claim,  Till  earth's  remotest  nation  Has  learned  Messiah's  name. 
Lamb  for  sinners    slain,  Re-deem-er,King,  Cre-a  -  tor,  In  bliss  re-turns  to  reign. 
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No.  232. 


Ye  Ghristian  Herald! 
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C.  Zeunder. 
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1.  Ye  Christian  her-alds!    go  pro-claim     Sal  -  va-tion  thro'  Im  -  man-uel's  name; 

2.  He'll  shield  you  with  a  wall  of     fire,  With  flaming  zeal  your  breasts  in-spire, 

3.  And  when  our  la  -  bors  all  are  o'er.  Then  shall  we  meet  to    part    no  more— 
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To  dis-tant  climes  the  tid-ings  bear,  And  plant  the  rose  of  Shar  -  on  there, 
Bid  rag -ing  winds  their  fu  -  ry  cease,  And  hush  the  tempest  in  -  to  peace 
Meet  with  the  blood-bought  throng,to  fall, And  crown  our  Jesus— Lord  of      all! 
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No.  233.       Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republic. 


Julia  Ward  Howe. 
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Melody,  "Glory  Hallelujah. 
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1.  Mine      eyes  have  seen  the  glo  -  ry    of     the  com  -  ing  of     the  Lord;    He     is 

2.  I    have  seen  Him  in     the  watch-fires  of     a    hun  -  dred  cir-cling  camps;  They  have 

3.  He  has  sound-ed  forth  the  trump-et  that  shall  nev  -  er  call     re-treat;    He      is 

4.  In  the  beau  -  ty    of     the  HI  -  ies,  Christ  was  born    a  -  cross  the  sea,  With    a 
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tramp-ling  out  the  vint  -  age  where  the  grapes  of  wrath  are  stored;  He  hath  loosed  the 
build  -  ed  Him  an  al  -  tar  in  the  eve  -  ning  dews  and  damps;  I  can  read  His 
sift  -  ing  out  the  hearts  of  men  be  -  fore  His  judg-ment  seat.  0  be  swift,  my 
glo    -  ry    in    His  bos  -  om  that  trans  -  fig  -  ures  you  and    me;     As    He  died     to 
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fate  -  f ul  light-ning  of    His  ter  -  ri  -  ble  swift  sword;  His  truth  is  march-ing  on. 

right-eous  sen-tence  by   the  dim    and  flar  -  ing  lamps;  His  day    is  march-ing  on. 

soul,    to    an  -  swer  Him!  be  ju  -  bi-lant,  my  feet!  Our  God     is  march-ing  on. 

make  men  ho  -  ly,    let    us  die     to  make  men  free;  While  God    is  march-ing  on. 
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Glo-ry!  glory,  hal-le  -  lu  -  jah!  Glo-ry!  glo-ry,  hal 
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(   His  truth  is  marching  on. 

J     His  day  is  marching  on. 

J     '  j    Our  God  is  marching  on. 

f  While  God  is  marching  on. 
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No.  234. 


Gloria  Patri. 


Gregorian. 
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Glory    be    to    the      Father,     and    to    the  Son,     and       to    the     Ho  -  ly  Ghost 
As  it  was  in  the  beginnings  now,  andev-  er  shall  be,world  with-out  end.    A-men. 
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America. 


S.  P.  Smith. 
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1.  My  coun-try!  'tis    of  thee, Sweet  land  of  lib  -  er-  ty,    Of  thee  I  sing~Land  where  my 

2.  My  na-tive  coun-try ,thee,  Land  of  the  no  -  ble,  free,  Thy  name  I  love;    I  love  thy 

3.  Let  music  swell  the  breeze,And  ring  from  all  the  trees  Sweet  freedom's  song:Let  mortal 

4.  Our  father's  God!  to  Thee,  Au-thor  of  lib  -  er  -  ty,    To  Thee  we  sing;  Long  may  our 


5 


zm4£j&^& 


fa-thers  died,Land  of  the  pilgrim's  pride.From  ev-'ry  mountain  side.Let  freedom  ring! 
rocks  and  rills,Thy  woods  and  templed  hills;My  heart  with  rapture  thrills  Like  that  above, 
tongues  awake, Let  all  that  breathe  partake,Let  rocks  their  silence  break  The  sound  prolong, 
land  be  bright  With  freedom's  ho-ly  light;  Protect  us   by  Thy  might,Great  God  our  King! 
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Doxology. 


Q.  Franc. 
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Praisa  God,  from  whom  all  bless-ings  Sow;  Praise  Him,  all  crea-tures  here  be-low; 
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Praise  Him  a-bove,  ye  heav'n-ly  host;  Praise  Fa-ther,   Son,   and   Ho  -  ly  Ghost! 
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A  beautiful  land 101 

A  charge  to  keep 209 

A  Friend  have  I  who  standeth  near  . .  25 

A  little  bit  of  love 168 

A  little  longer 140 

A  message  of  hope 120 

A  sinner  made  whole 13 

Alas  !  and  did  my  Savior  bleed 214 

All  glory  be  Thine 5 

All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name ....  196 

All  peace  departed  from  my  life 160 

All  the  way 116,  179 

Almost  persuaded 113 

America 235 

Am  I  a  soldier 213 

Around  the  throne 190 

Asleep  in  Jesus 204 

Battle  hymn  of  the  Republic 233 

Beautiful  star  of  Bethlehem 136 

Behold  a  Stranger  at  the  door 6 

Be  strong  and  courageous 138 

Blest  be  the  tie 200 

Bring  peace  to  my  soul 44 

Bring  them  in 188 

Calling  the  prodigal 106 

Can  the  Master  count  on  you 48 

Christ  arose 115 

Christ  at  the  door 6 

Christ  is  calling 86 

Christ  is  knocking  at  your  door 29 

Christ  receiveth  sinful  men 59 

Cleft  for  me 60 

Closing  hymn 161 

Come,  Thou  Fount 221 

Come  to  the  Savior 104 

Come,  we  that  love  the  Lord 198 

Coming  to  Thee 50 

Count  your  blessings 152 

Courage,  comrades,  courage 39 

Cry  of  the  penitent 51 

Dark  the  way  and  dreary 67 

Day  of  gladness 20 

Down  at  the  cross 129 

Doxology 236 

Do  you  fear  the  foe  will  in  the 186 


Do  you  know  the  world  is  dying 168 

Draw  near,  0  Comforter 45 

Empty  me  of  self 58 

Everything  for  Jesus 145 

Father,  I  am  weary  and  sick  with  sin.  51 

Fill  me  now 97 

Fill  me  with  Thy  love 58 

Fling  out  the  banner 225 

For  all  the  Lord  has  done  for  me  ... .  95 

Forbid  ye  not  the  children 195 

From  Greenland's  icy  mountains 231 

From  over  hill  and  plain 22 

From  the  cross  to  the  crown 138 

Full  of  sin  though  I  may  be 105 

Gloria  Patri 234 

Glory  be  to  the  Father 234 

Glory  on  the  other  side 30 

Glory  to  His  name 129 

God  is  calling  the  prodigal 106 

God  leads  us  along 84 

God's  Holy  Book 147 

God's  way  is  best 94 

Grace,  enough  for  me 61 

Growing  dearer  each  day 27 

Guide  me 119 

Hallelujah,  what  a  thought 55 

Hark,  'tis  the  Shepherd's  voice  I  hear.  188 

Have  you  learned  the  blessed  secret. .  53 

Have  you  received  the  blessing 32 

Hear  our  prayer 173 

He  gives  me  grace  and  glory 33 

He  is  able  to  deliver  thee 12 

He  is  so  precious  to  me 15 

He  knows  it  all 89 

He  leadeth  me 117 

He  loved  me  so 62 

He'll  never  forget  to  keep  me 78 

Help  me,  Lord,  to  tell  the  story 41 

Help  somebody  today 17 

Hidden  peace 56 

His  coming  is  near 90 

His  love  is  all  I  need 10 

Holy  Bible,  book  divine 92 

Holy,  holy,  holy 222 

Hover  o'er  me,  Holy  Spirit 97 
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How  firm  a  foundation 220 

How  sweet  is  the  love  of  my  Savior. . .  27 

How  sweet  the  name 215 

How  the  fire  fell 52 

I  am  a  stranger  here 21 

I  am  coming,  Lord 143 

I  am  coming  to  the  cross 153,  163 

I  am  happy  in  Him 175 

I  am  on  the  gospel  highway 162 

I  am  trusting,  Lord,  in  Thee 163 

I  can  hear  my  Savior  calling 165 

I  cannot  tell  thee  whence  it  came ....  56 

I  do  not  fully  comprehend 85 

I  dreamed  one  night,  not  long  ago  . . .  187 

I  have  a  Friend 102 

I  have  a  song  I  love  to  sing 26 

I  have  cast  my  anchor 144 

I  hear  a  sweet  voice  ringing  clear. . . .  229 

I  hear  Thy  welcome  voice 143 

I  know  my  heavenly  Father  knows  ...  96 

I  know  my  sins  are  washed  away 73 

I  know  not  why  God's  wondrous  grace  82 

I  know  whom  I  have  believed 82 

I  love  to  tell  the  story 112 

I  love  to  think  my  Father  knows 89 

I  love  to  walk  with  Jesus 154 

I  must  needs  go  home  by  the  way  of. .  37 

I  never  will  cease  to  love  Him 95 

I  think  God  gives  the  children 180 

I  think,  when  I  read  that  sweet  story .  193 

I  wandered  long  in  darkness 33 

I  want  the  world  to  know  it 40 

I  want  to  go  there 164 

I  was  out  on  the  ocean  sailing 144 

I  will  meet  you  in  the  morning 7 

I  will  not  forget  thee 9 

I'll  be  a  sunbeam 183 

I'm  but  a  youthful  pilgrim 179 

I've  a  message  from  the  Lord 135 

In  doubt  and  darkness  long  I  wandered  47 

In  looking  thro'  my  tears  one  day ....  61 

In  shady  green  pastures 84 

It  was  good  for  our  mothers 151 

Jerusalem,  golden  and  fair 132 

Jesus  bids  us  shine 176 

Jesus  calls  the  children 194 

Jesus  is  tenderly  calling  thee  home. . .  131 


Jesus  loves  me 192 

Jesus  loves  the  children 194 

Jesus  our  Savior  is 146 

Jesus,  Savior,  pilot  me 155 

Jesus  shall  my  Pilot  be 77 

Jesus  wants  me  for  a  sunbeam 183 

Jewels 191 

Joy  to  the  world 223 

Just  as  I  am 224 

Just  as  the  stars  are  shining 184 

Just  the  love  of  Jesus 23 

Just  when  I  need  Him  most 43 

Keeping  back  the  money  of  the  King .  150 

Keep  on  believing 75 

Keep  on  the  sunny  side  of  life 8 

Keep  pressing  right  on 79 

Keep  the  cross  in  sight 156 

Keep  the  heart  singing 11 

Keep  to  the  right 121 

Kept  for  the  Master's  use 134 

Lamp  of  our  feet,  whereby  we  trace. .  63 

Land  of  the  unsetting  sun 69 

Lead  me  gently  home,  Father 88 

Lead  us  by  Thy  hand 169 

Let  Him  in 72 

Let  the  King  of  glory  in 166 

Let  the  sunshine  in 186 

Let  your  light  shine  wheresoe'er  you  .  57 

Life  wears  a  different  face  to  me ... .  42 

Lift  up  your  heads  to-day 166 

Like  an  army  we  are  moving 174 

Little  pilgrims 181 

Little  soldiers 178 

Little  stars 184 

Little  sunbeams 180 

Look  and  live 135 

Lord  Jesus,  I  long  to  be  perfectly ....  208 

Lord,  take  my  all 1 

Love  divine 219 

Low  in  the  grave  He  lay 115 

Loyalty  to  Christ 22 

Luther's  cradle  hymn 149 

Make  me  a  blessing,  dear  Savior 110 

Make  my  life  count  for  Thee 110 

Many  Christians  have  abundance 150 

March  along  together 121 
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Marching  in  His  name 174 

Message  of  peace 76 

Mighty  army  of  the  young 189 

Mighty  rock,  whose  towering  form ...  60 

Mine  eyes  have  seen  the  glory 233 

More  like  Jesus 103 

My  all  I  give 185 

My  boy 160 

My  country,  'tis  of  thee 235 

My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee 211 

My  Father  has  many  dear  children ...  78 

My  Father  knows 96 

My  hope  is  built 227 

My  Jesus,  I  love  Thee Ill 

My  life  is  not  what  it  used  to  be 46 

My  soul,  be  on  thy  guard 202 

My  soul  is  so  happy  in  Jesu3 175 

My  talents  are  few 99 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee 210 

Nearer  the  cross 226 

Never  be  afraid 177 

No  beautiful  chamber 16 

No  room  in  the  Inn 16 

Nothing  but  a  contrite  heart 105 

Nothing  but  the  blood 109 

Nothing  satisfies  but  Jesus 18 

Now  the  day  is  over 167 

O  do  not  let  the  word  depart 91 

O  happy  day 212 

O  have  you  not  heard  of  that  country.  81 

O  how  love  I  Thy  law 68 

O  I  love  to  tell  the  blessed  story 52 

O  Jesus,  my  Savior,  all  glory  to  Thee.  137 

O  land  of  rest,  for  thee 139 

O  lost  ones  in  danger,  no  longer 74 

O  praise  the  Lord 3 

O  sweet  is  the  story  of  Jesus 4 

O  that  will  be  glory 31 

O  the  cross  of  Christ 156 

O  'tis  coming,  light  is  breaking 118 

O  why  not  to-night 91 

O  worship  the  King 228 

Oh,  for  a  thousand  tongues 216 

Oh,  Lord,  as  Thine  own  children 134 

Old-time  religion 151 

Once  a  sinner  far  from  Jesus 130 

On  the  cross  of  Calvary 108 


On  to  the  land  of  Glory 148 

Only  a  word 171 

Onward,  Christian  soldiers 197 

Open  the  door  for  the  children 182. 

Our  hearts  to-day  are  filled 146* 


Peace  on  earth,  the  angels  sang 76 

Peace  to  my  soul 137 

Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings. .  236 

Praise  Him,  all  ye  hosts  of  heaven  ...  3 

Praise  ye  the  Lord 126 

Prepare  Thy  God  to  meet 159 

Raise  the  standard 66 

Remember  the  Sabbath  day 83 

Rescue  them 23 

Resting  on  the  faithfulness  of  Christ.  123 

Rock  of  Ages 158 

Safely  through  another  week 201 

Save  our  boys 34 

Savior,  breathe  an  evening  blessing  . .  161 

Savior,  I'm  coming 104 

Savior,  wash  me  in  the  blood 21T 

Secret  of  power 53 

Since  Christ  my  soul  from  sin  set  free.  127 

Since  I  found  my  Savior 42 

Since  I  have  been  redeemed 26 

Since  I  lost  my  sins 54 

Since  I  started  for  the  city 116 

Since  I've  started  out  to  travel 142 

Since  the  Comforter  came 73 

Sing  the  wondrous  love  of  Jesus 38 

Sinners  Jesus  will  receive 59 

Softly  and  tenderly 24 

Somebody  did  a  golden  deed ,  123 

Someone  is  looking  to  you 57 

Some  sweet  day  I  shall  enter  a  place-  69 

Something  for  thee 99 

Songs  in  the  night 93 

So  precious  is  Jesus,  my  Savior,  my  . .  15 

Sound  the  battle  cry 36 

Stand  up  for  Jesus 207 

Sunrise  in  my  soul 47 

Sunshine  bearer 67 

Sweet  are  the  promises 35 

Sweet  hour  of  prayer 203 

Sweet  is  the  promise 9 
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Take  my  life,  and  let  it  be 157 

Tell  it  over  and  over 114 

Tell  me  the  story  of  Jesus 65 

Tell  me  the  story  of  wonderful  love. .  114 

Tell  the  promises  over  to  me 2 

That's  enough  for  me 85 

The  banner  of  the  cross 87 

The  Bible 63 

The  Blood  is  all  my  plea 80 

The  Blood,  my  only  plea 70 

The  children's  hosanna 187 

The  cross  is  not  greater 14 

The  drink  for  me 122 

The  eastern  gate 7 

The  evangel  age 118 

The  family  Bible 100 

The  fight  is  on 170 

The  good  old-fashioned  way 162 

The  hallelujah  side 130 

The  King's  business 21 

The  love  of  Jesus  who  can  tell 10 

The  morning  light  is  breaking 206 

The  offering 1 

The  old  account  settled 124 

The  resurrection  morning 172 

The  Savior  died  my  soul  to  win 40 

The  way  is  narrow 46 

The  way  of  the  cross  leads  home 37 

The  wonderful  story 4 

The  wondrous  cross 230 

There  is  a  fountain 217,  218 

There  is  glory  in  my  soul 54 

There's  a  beautiful  city 132 

There's  a  dark  and  troubled  side 8 

There's  a  hand  held  out 93 

There's  a  pardon  full  and  sweet 125 

There's  a  place  in  the  ranks 48 

There's  a  royal  banner  given 87 

There's  a  song  in  my  heart 13 

There's  a  Stranger  at  the  door 72 

There's  music  in  the  name 64 

There  was  a  time  on  earth 124 

They  tell  of  a  city 164 

Though  around  my  pathway 30 

Thou  only  art  holy 5 

Times  of  refreshing  are  coming 71 

'T  is  for  you  and  me 125 

'T  is  the  grandest  theme 12 

To  mortal  ears  the  dearest  word 64 


Too  long  have  I  wandered 50 

Traveler,  though  thy  feet  are  worn. . .  140 

Two  little  hands  to  work  for  Jesus. . .  185 

Under  His  care 141 

Under  the  cross 153 

Unspotted  is  the  fear  of  God 68 

Victory 55 

Victory  in  my  soul 142 

Victory  is  coming 39 

We  are  little  pilgrims 181 

We  are  soldiers,  little  soldiers 178 

We  know  not  the  day 90 

Welcome,  day  of  gladness 20 

We'll  work  till  Jesus  comes 139 

We  may  lighten  toil  and  care 11 

We're  marching  to  Zion 198 

We  shall  stand  before  the  King 19 

What  a  Friend 205 

What  can  wash  away  my  sin 109 

What  is  making  life  so  sweet 23 

What  light  is  this  whose  constant. . . .  147 

What  more  can  He  do 74 

What  shall  it  profit  thee 49 

When  all  my  labors  and  trials  are  o'er  31 

When  earthly  cares  and  sorrows  roll. .  44 

When  He  cometh,  when  He  cometh. .  191 

When  I  remember  Calvary 107 

When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross  . . .  230 

When  the  burden  is  heavy 2 

When  the  clouds  of  affliction 98 

When  upon  life's  billows 152 

When  we  all  get  to  heaven 38 

When  you  feel  weakest 75 

Where  He  leads  I'll  follow 35 

Where  He  leads  me 165 

Where  Jesus  is,  't  is  heaven 127 

Where  we'll  never  grow  old 81 

Whiter  than  snow 208 

Whom,  having  not  seen,  I  love 25 

Why  did  my  Savior  come  to  earth ....  62 

With  joyful  song 133 

Wonderful  grace 41 

Work,  for  the  night  is  coming 199 

Would'st  thou  strengthen  thy  soul ...  79 

Ye  Christian  herald 232 

You  may  have  your  brandy 122 


